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PREFATORY NOTE TO THE FOURTH 

EDITION 

X HE Sonnets here presented sre versions of 
all tiiose contained in Heredis's "Les Tro- 
phtok** Since tiie first publicstion of tiiese ver- 
sions I have made many changes in tiiem» in 1 
the interest of a truer rendering and a better , ' 
art» ^xdiile some of tiie sonnets have been almost ' 
entirely recast. That such art as Heredia's can 
best be exemplified in tiie French may be con- ' 
ceded; but at the same time it must likewise 
be conceded that in no language has tiie son- 
net reached greater variety or force, or beauty 
for Hkt matter of that, tiian in the English. | 
Indeed, of all the forms borrowed from the j 
French and the Italian, the sonnet form, as I 
has been well said, seems to be the only one that ' 
has become deeply rooted in our literary soiL 
That the task of representing Heredia's sonnets 
acceptably in the English is truly Herculean ' 
may also be conceded; but the very di£Bculty is 
a challenge to those who love the sonnet form 
and delight to work in it; and even partial sue- . 
cess in such an endeavor is almost a victory. \ 
In the sonnets of "Les Troph^es^ ^e poet ( 
never emplojrs more than two rhjrmes in the I 
octave, his rhyme being, without exception, ar- 
ranged as follows: abba-abba. In tiie sestet he 
allows himself more liberty, about two-thirds 
of Hkt sonnets having the rhyme arrangement 
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PREFATORY NOTE 

as follows: aabcbc. The rhyme of the othcrE it 
distributed in a variety of wayi, the favorite 
arrangement being aabccb. It is worthy ol 
note that the rhyme arranEcment of the aeatet 
abcabc, which is ao frequently found in the 
English- written sonnet, is employed by him 
but once. In several instances he uses but two 
rhymes in the sestet, and occasionally he closes 
it with a couplet. In the versions here pre- 
sented the form of the originals, including the 
rhyme arrangement, has been strictly followed. 
In several of the versions but two rhymes in 
the sestet have been employed instead of the 
three of the original; but in these instances the 
arrsngement of the rhyme is the same as that 
of the original — that is, the lines rhyme in the 
same way, only fewer thymcB are employed- 
AIl of these versions are written in the pen- 
tameter in which the English sonnet is almost 
universally written. 

For a penetrating and masterly study of the 
sonnet work of Heredia the reader is referred 
to the article of J. C. Bailey in the September, 
1898, number of "The Fortnightly Review," 
which is now to be found in his book entitled 
"The Claims of French Poetry," while Ed- 
mund Gosse, in his "Critical Kit-Kate," admir- 
ably reviews the work of the poet and the char- 
acteristics of his style. Since Hcredia's death 
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(October 3, 1905), .many articles have been 
written about him in Borope and America, 
with no ditaent, so far as I know, in the matter 
of the high and unique quality of his sornets. 
Since the publication of the third edition, 
now out of print, I have again with great csire 
gone over the work with the necessary result 
of making a number of changes and of adding 
some more notes. I dare not say, even now, 
that my work is finaL My feeling in this regard 
is fairly well represented by the sonnets en- 
titled 'The Passion for Perfection" and The i 
Music of Words,** copies of which I have ven- / i 
tured to print in this volume, and which, as 
there placed, I trust will not be considered by 
the judicious as an impertinence. 

E. R.T. 
San Francisco 
September 23, 1906. 
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PREFATORY NOTE TO THE FIFTH 
EDITION 
Since the puBing out of print of the fourth 
edition of these veriions the atitbor hu been 
constrained^— moved thereto by the desire to 
make them as perfect u possible, — to go over 
them once more. The result has been the mak. 
ing of some changes, which he trusts the com- 
petent will look upon aa improvements. 

E.RT. 
San Francisco 
September 24, 1913. 



I CONTENTS 

Pagt 

' Prefatory Note to the Fourth Edition ... is 

I Profatory Nou to tht Fifth Bdition . . . sii 

I Tho Pudoa for P«rf ection .... sis 

I Tho Moaic of Word! ssi 

To Joa^MarU dc Hcrcdia 1 

GREECE AND SICILY 
ObUvioB S 

Hercules and the Centaurs ... 7 

Namaa 9 

Stymphalm ....... 10 

Nttaua 11 

Tht CcBtanraaa 13 

CcBtavra and Lai^thaa .IS 

Flifht of tlM Ctntanra 14 

Tht Birth of AphrodiU IS 

Jaaon and Madaa ,^ ... IS 

ThaThannodon 17 

Artemis and the Nyn^hs ... is 

Artcmia 31 

Tht Chaat . , 33 

Njmphaaa 33 

Pan 34 

Tht Bath of tht Nsrmpha 3S 

ThaVaaa 37 

Ariadna 3S 

Bacchanal 39 

Tha Awakaning of a Ood SO 

ThaMaffician SI 

Tha Sphins S3 

Manyaa 99 



XUl 



tmta^t 



1 



Perseus and Andromeda . 

Andiomidi Given lo th( Hon 
Phuui uid Andromtda 
The RBTiifament of Andromed 

Epigrams and Bucolics 

Tbe Co« third 

Tbe Shcpberdi 

Voii>t EpiETim 

Funeriry Epifrim 

The Shipunecked One 

Tht Pr«7tt of the Dud 

The Slave 

The Huthindmin 

To Hetniei Criophoni* 

The Youchiul Dead 



Th« ChiriotMT 
On Othiyi . 



ROUE AND THE BARBARIANS 

For VirgU'i Ship M 

ALinleVilb 60 

The Flute 61 

To SutiDt 62 

The God of the Gardens a 

I. Comenotl Awtjrl 6] 

II. Reipect. O Traveler. .... 66 

in. Ho. TDB ily impgl 67 

IV. Enter. Freib coated have m; pOUr* been. . 66 



naTrtbia 
AftarCanBU 



Antony and Clcopatn 
TbtCrdaus 



Epignphic Sonnets u 

Tb* Spring |6 

Tb« BHch-Tna God IT 

To tb* Dhrln* Vonoulu . . . . H 

TbiKilltd n 

THS HIDDLE AOB AND THE BBHA1I8ANCB 

A OlDrch Window M 

Wpbuw ff4 

Thi Wood-worker 



AiMr Pnrareh 

Ob th( Book ol Lara of PI*CT* di SoDivd . 
Tba BM Bttf al VU* .... 

Ab Epitaph ' . 

GUdadVtUBm 



On tb* Old Bride* 
Tb* OU Ooldnhb 



Tht Sword 

To Cliadlni PopcUa 

Drcuuof Enamd ...,,. 
The Conqueron 

The Conqntror* 

Youth 

The Tomb ol ih* Conquttor .... 
In tht Time et Ctiuln th< Fifth Emperor 

The Ancntsr 

To 1 PsuDds at 1 City 

To ■ D«d Citj 

THE OKIENT AND THE TROPICS 

VUionofKhem i. Hid-dcr- Ttuurbnnui . 

II. The DDoo an NUiu ■taedi rc^lcndat llcfall 

III. And Ih* crowd irowi, 

The PriMIKt 

The DBJmio 

Flswerm of Pita 

The Ccnturr Plowar 

The Coral Reef 



NATURE AKD DRSAW 



The Antique UccUl 
The Fmwri] 
Tht ViBU(« 



xA 



Tranquiliui 

After Caniut 

The CydDiu 

AniDay ind Cliopmtr* 

Epigrlphii Sonncti 

AMcdd . 

Tlic BeiDtif Dl Viale 

Tfai Canquvon 

The Ancestor . 

To ■ Dud Citji . 

VisienerKhcm — II 

Tbe Daimio 
The CeatDi; Flovcc 
The PuBcnl 
Btjtunr . 



Si»>ilB 8e» 

On ■ Broken Mtrble . 



THE PASSION FOR 
PERFECTION 

What deep desires are ours, what searching pains, 
To find the word we so supremely need ; 
To frame a diction worthy Art's great meed. 
That winged with music bears immortal 



Our thought when bound in rhythm oft contains 
Such teasing imperfections, that we feed 
The hours in their cure, then inly bleed. 
For fear some vexing blemish yet remains. 

Dear njrmph. Perfection, how thou dost elude 
Thy fond pursurer !— seeming near, then far. 
Enticing ever with allurement sweet. 

Till after trial many a time renewed. 
He sees thee blase a solitary star 
In some high, inaccessible retreat. 



THE MUSIC OF WORDS 

(Tennyson said in one of his talks that "People do 
not understand the music of xvords") 

X O give to Beauty her immortal meed 
As gemmed she lies immaculately fair; 
To paint the hopes that end in fell despair, 
While tones mellifluous every passion feed; 

To follow Fancjr's fairy troop that lead 
Though vales of Dream embathed in drowsM air. 
Or on Imagination's heights to dare, 
What nectar-hearted, golden words we need- 
Such words as thine, thou muse-encrownM one. 
Who, like some inextinguishable sun. 
Shall light the heavens of man forevermore; 

Such words as Homer sent, long» long ago, 
With music winged, through Hellas' heart of woe. 
Or such as deathless make Heredia's lore. 
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"All ancient fflory sleeps, and men forget. 
Unless there conies the poet with his art. 
The flower of arts; and pouring from his tongue 
A mingled stream of wisdom, verse and song. 
Records great deeds in strains that never die." 

(From Pindar's sixth Isthmian Ode \ 

as translated by Hugh Sesrmour Tremenheere.) 

"For the thing that one hath well said goeth forth 
with a voice onto everlasting; over fruitful earth and 
beyond the sea hath the light of fair deeds shined un- 
quenchable forever." 

(From Pindar's third Isthmian Ode 
as translated by Ernest Myers.) 

"Les dieux eux-m€mes meurcnt, 
Mais les vers soverains 

Demeurent 
Plus fort que les airains." 

(Thtephile Gautier.) , 

The Cities vanish; one by one • 

The glories fade that paled the sun; 
At Time's continuous, fateful call 
The palaces and temples fall; 
While Heroes do their deeds and then 
Sink down to earth as other men. 
Yet, let the Poet's mind and heart 
'But touch them with the wand of Art, 
And lol they rise and shine once more 



In greater splendor than before. 
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TO JOSE-MARIA DE HEREDIA 



'Twas eagle-winged, imperial Pindar who 
Sent down the ages on the tide of song 
The thought that only to the years belong 
Those deeds that win immortal poet's due. 

Still rise his crowned athletes to the view, 

Or. his unwearied pinions home along; 

Still shepherd's pipe and lay sound sweet and strong 

As when Theocritus attuned them true. 

And so through thee the feats of heroes great. 
The hues of Ufe of other times than ours. 
With such refulgence in thy sonnets glow. 

That in the splendor of their new estate, 

They there, with deathless Art's supernal powers. 

Shall o'er the centuries enchantment throw. 



San Francisco, 
May 31, 1897, 



GREECE AND SICILY 



OBLIVION 

OBLIVION 

1 HE Textile's ruins all the headland strew. 
Upon whose tawny height brass heroes wane. 
With marble goddesses, whose glory vain 
The lonely grass shrouds tenderly from view. 

Only at times a careless herdsman, who, 
Leading his drove to drink, pipes an old strain 
Which floods the heavens to the very main. 
Shows his dark form against the boundless blue. 

The Earth, sweet mother to the Gods of old. 
At springtime vainly, eloquently weaves 
Round the rent capital acanthus leaves; 

But man, no more by ancient dreams controlled. 
Hears without tremor, in the midnight deep. 
The grieving Sea for her lost sirens weep. 
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HERCULES AND THE CENTAURS 
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HBRCVLBt AND THB CBNTAURS 
NEMEA 

OINCE the lone Tamer in the foreet drear 
Made bold to search for every friglitliil trace. 
Resounding roars have told the fierce embrace. 
Now sinks the son, and silence hills the ear. 

The herdsman toward Tirynthus flees in fear 
Through thicket, brier and brake with quickening pace. 
And sees, with tytM bulged from tiieir orbits' space, 
The tawny monster at the wood's edge rear. 

He screams. He Nemea's awful terror saw, 
That 'gainst the blood-red sky its armM jaw. 
Disheveled mane and tusks malignant shows; 

For then mysterious twilight creeping in. 
Great Hercules, round him the floating skbv— 
Man blent with beasts— >a grewsome hero grows. 



Sec note p. 165. 
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^^M X H E birds in ■wamung thousands f sr and near. 

^^M As h« descends the foal declivity, 

^^M Sudden as squall on mighty pinion flee 

^H Above the dismal, agitated mere. 
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HERCULES AND THE CENTAURS 

STYMPHALUS 



Some, flying low, in network cross nor f ear 

To brush the face oft kissed by Omphale; 

Whereat, his victor shaft adjusting, he. 

Archer superb, strides through the marsh-reeds drear. 

Thenceforth, by arrows riddled, the frighted cloud 
Pours down a horrid flood with screamings loud 
And streaked with fiery bolts of murderous levin. 

At last the Sun across the thick cloud sees, 
Through openings made by shafts of Hercules, 
The blood-drenched Hero smiling up to Heaven. 
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HBRCULBt AND THB CENTAURS 

NESSUS 

V^HSN I of life had bat my brothers* thare. 
The better things or deq>er ills unknown. 
My roving rule Thessalian hills did own, 
Whose icy torrents laved n^ ruddy hair. 

Thus in the sun I grew, free, happy, fair; 
And day or nifi^t nought vexed me, save alone 
When to my nostrils' eager breath was blown 
The ardent scent of the Spims mare. 

But since the mighty archer's spouse I*ve seen 
Smiling triumphantly his arms between. 
My hairs are bristled and desires torment; 



For that some God, in his accursM plan. 
Has in my loins' too feverous blood aU blent 
The hist of stallion with the love of man. 
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KBKCUL&S AND THE CENTAURS 



THE CENTAURESS 



[\JF old, throagh torrents, valleyi, woodt, uid rocki, 
The f sT-f amed troop of myrud Ccnt&ura strayed ; 
Upon their sides the sun widi shadows played ; 
Their dark hair mingled with our flaxen locks. 
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Choked are the caves, and sununer's grass but;nocks. 
For lonely now we press its springins blade; 
And times there are when in the night's warm shade 
The stallion's distant cry my bosom sfaocks. 

For the great sons to whom the Cloud gave birth, 
Dirainiahing day by day upon the euth, 
Forsake us and fair woman madly try. 



Such passion brings ns to the brute's base fare. 
For it wrings from us only neighing cry. 
While they in us desire but the mare. 



HERCULES AND THE CENTAURS 

CENTAURS AND LAPITHiE 

JN OW rushes to the fetst the nui>tial tide- 
Centaurs and warriors dmnken, bold and fair; 
And flesh heroic, in the torches' glare» 
Immingles with the Cloud's sons' tawny hide. 

Jests, tiunult • . • Screams • • • 'Gainst black-haired 

breast tiieBride, 
Her purple rended, struggles in despair. 
To hoofs' hard blows the bronse rings through the air, 
While crashes down the table in its pride. 

Then one upsprings to irtiom tiie mightiest bow; 
A lion's muffle frowns iq>on his brow. 
Bristling with hairs of gold. 'TIS Hercules. 



Whereat, from end to end of that vast space. 

Cowed by the fury of his wrathful face. 

The monstrous, guflty troop, loud snorting, flees. 



Sec note p. 165. 
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^M OTRAIGHT for the Mount where they inajr safely rest, 

^^E Gluned with slaughter and revolt, they fly; 

^H Pears lash them on, they feel 'tis now to die. 

^^M And every air with lion is impressed. 

■ 
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HERCULES AND THE CENTAURS 



FLIGHT OF THE CENTAURS 



They trample newt and hydra, and they bieut 
Ravines, woods, torrents, as they hurry by. 
Where now appears against the distant sky 
Olympus', Ossa's or dark Pelion's crest. 

At times, some bold one in his maddened flight 
Quick rearing ttims about, then with dazed sight 
Rejoins bis brethren with a single bound; 

For there the moon in brightest full has made 
Extend behind them — nought could more confound— 
The ^ant horror of Herculean shade. 
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THE BIRTH OF APHRODZTS 

THE BIRTH OF APHRODITE 

U NBOUNDED Chaoi wrapped the worlds of old 
Where ranged all measureless both Time and Space, 
Till Gaea, bounteous to her Titan race. 
Gave them her fecund breasts of wealth untold. 

TheyfeU. The Stygian waves above tiiem rolled. 
And storm-swept never had the Spring's fair face 
Brightened to feel the blazing sun's embrace, 
Nor Summer seen her harvest's fruited gold. 

In savage state, no joys within their breast. 
The immortals held Olympus' snowy crest 
But from the heavens the virile dew fell free ; 

The Ocean cleaved; and Aphrodite nude 
Rose radiant from the foaming, glowing sea 
With life's own blood of Uranus endued. 
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JASOK AKD UEDEA 



JASON AND MEDEA 



OENEATH the foccat-doroes, in Bpell-bound peace, 
Where fears were cradled in a time long fled, 
Round them a marvelous dawn its teardrops shed 
On bloEEomjr strangeness rich without ii 



Where magic airs their perfumes' bane release 
Her charms by incantation's word ehe iprcad. 
Whereat the Hero, by her armed and led, 
Shook oS the lightnings from the illustrious Fleece. 

'Heath arching bloom, to fill the wood with light. 
Winged radiant birds like sparkling gems in flight. 
And silvery lakes of azure sides drank deep. 

Love smiled upon them ; but the Spouse so dire 
Brought jealous fury, Asian spells, her sire. 
And even the Gods, within her awful sweep. 
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TBB THBRHODON 

THE THERMODON 

Jl OWARD TtaemiKyn which in dire deipvr 
Hu sh&ken kU day with dash of harscmen dread, 
Oark, doleful, alow, Thermodon bears the dead, 
The arms, the chariota, no more to dare. 

Pbilippia, Phcebe, Harpe, Aella, iriiere? 
Hippolyti and Asteria who led 
The rojral heat to alanghter's gory bed? 
Their pale, disheveled bodiea now lie there. 

Such giant lil; bloom is here laid low. 
High-heaped the warrion all the ahorei hestrow. 
Where madly neigha at timet aome atraggUng horae; 

And the Emdne sees at dawn far np the flood 
E na a jig m n ed. from its mouth unto its source. 
White Btalliona flying red with virgins' blood. 



ARTEMIS AND THE NYMPHS 



ASTBMIt ft,tm THB MTHPHt 

ARTEMIS 

A, S ^ese wcM>d-odors every place rise o'er. 
Thy nottrilt wide dilate^ tfaoo huntress brii^t. 
And in thy virgiiud and ylrile mii^t. 
Thy locks thrown back, thoo settest out once more* 

And now with leopards* hoarse, incessant roar 
Thou mak'at Ortygia's isle resound till night. 
As throoi^ the orgies' reek thou leapest light. 
Where mangled hounds imbme the grass wi^ gore. 

But most thou joyest. Goddess, i^en the brier 
Bites thee, and tooth or claw tears with fell ire 
Thy glorious arms whose shaft revenge has ta*en ; 

For thy heart would the cruel sweetness dare 

Of mingling an immortal purple ^ere 

With black and hideous blood of monsters slain. 
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ARTEUIS AND THE HVHPHB 

THE CHASE 

1. HEchariot to the hones' ftyins feet 
Heaven's summit mounts, their hot breath making glow 
The golden plains that undulate below; 
And Earth lies basking in the flaming heat. 

In vain the forect'i leaves in masses meet: 
The Sua, where hazy peaks their glories show. 
In shade where silvery fountains laughing flow. 
Steals, darts and glints, in victory complete. 

'TIS the hour flamboyant when, through brake and brier, 

Bounding superb with her Molossians dire 

Mid blood and death, with cries of clamor's brood. 

Her arrows flying from the tightened string. 
With streaming locks, the breathless, conquering. 
Distracted Artemis affrights the wood. 



i 
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ARTEMIS AND THE NTMPHS 

NYMPHiEA 

XN westward flight the car of heavenly mould 
Speeding toward the horizon's verge, in vain 
The powerless God pulls hack with fourfold rein 
His horses plunging in the glowing gold. 

It sinks. The sea's hoarse voice in moaning told 
Pills the empurpling heavens with sad refrain, 
While silently mid evening's tranquil train 
The Crescent in her silvery garb is stoled. 

Tis now the time when Nymphs, nidiere springs gush clear. 
Throw the slack bow the empty quiver near. 
Except a stag's far belling, all is stilL 



The dance whirls on beneath ^e moon's warm ray. 
Where Pan, with slackening then with hurried play. 
Laughs as the reeds at his own breathing thrilL 
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ARTEUtS AND THE NYHPHS 

PAN 

ACROSS the brake, by trails that lonelj tie 
Till lost wbere verdurous ways wide spreading nin. 
Divine Nymph-hunter, the Goat-footed one. 
Steals through the forest with an eager eye. 

Til sweet to hear at noon the freahening sigh 
Of cooling apringa deep hid in coverts dun, 
When diat bright vanquiaber of clouds, the Sun, 
His golden arrows 8t the dark lets fly. 

A Nymph lone wandering stays her step. She heara 
Fall drop by drop the morning's lovely tears 
Upon the moss. Her heart drinks ei 



But quick the God from out the coppice leaps. 
Enclasps her, then with mocking laughter flees . . . 
And once again the wood hushed silence keeps. 



ARTEMIS AND THE NYMPHS 

THE BATH OF THE 
NYMPHS 

r ROM the Euxine sheltered is a vale where grows 
Above the spring a leaning laurel tree, 
Wheref rom a pendent Nsrmph in frolic glee 
Touches the gelid pool with timorous toes. 

Her sisters, challenged by the shells where flows 
The gushing wave they sport with joyously. 
Plunge deep, and from the foam a hip gleams free. 
And from bright locks, a bust or bosom's rose. 

The great, dark wood is filled with mirth divine. 

Sudden, two eyes within the shadow shine. 

The Satsrr 'tis! . . . His laugh benumbs ^eir play; 

And forth they dart So, at a crow's ill cry, | 

Cayster's snowy swans in wild array ! 

Above the river all distracted fly. ' 
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THS VASB 



THE VASE 



\ 



JtlL HAND most canning cut this hrory piece; 
Here Colchis' forests sre, ixdiile here combine 
Brave Jason, with Medes of eye malign. 
And on a stela's top ^e glittenng Fleece. 



The Nile, great source, flows here without surcease, : 

Near where Bacchantes, nectar-mad, entwine ! 

The yoke of bulls with foliage-gloried vine, i 

While some essay the heavy yokes' release. I 



Beneath, are cavaliers that hack and slay. 
The dead upon their bucklers borne away. 
The mothers' tears, the old with doleful gase; 

For handles iqi^t, Chimseras who, with breast 
Robust and white against the edges pressed. 
Forever drink from the exhaustless vase. 
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ARIADNE 



t 

^^H X O biucn CTinbals' clear and clansing itrain, 

^^M The Queen in nudeness on the tiger's back 

^^m ViewE, with the rcTcla that illume hta track, 

^^1 lacchus coming o'er the atrand aroain. 

L 
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The royal monster treads the sandy plain, 
To her sweet weight submitting, when, alack. 
Touched by her hand wherefrom the rein falls slack, 
He bites his bridle's flowers in passion's pain. 

Letting the amber clusters oF her hair 
Roll to bis flank amid the dusk grapes there, 
His rumbling roar by her is beeded not. 

In sooth, her month, steeped in ambrosial bliss. 
Its cries to faithless lover now forgot. 
Thirsts for the Asian Tamer's nearing kiss. 
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BACCHANAL 

BACCHANAL 

lii^OUD damon fill the Ganges with affright: 
The tigen from tfieir yokes have torn away. 
And, fiercely mewing, hound; while in dismay 
Bacchantes crush the vintage in their flight. 

The fruited vines, mangled by claw and bite. 
Spatter the striped ones with their reddening q»ray 
Near where the leopards, leaping to the fray, 
Roll in ^e purple mire their bellies white. 

The beasts all dased, whose bodies writhe and tear 
As roar on roar with growl long«drawn is rolled, 
Snoff blood still richer through their tawny gold; 

But the mad God, shaking his thyrsus there. 
Cheers the strange sport, and adds unto the bale 
The howling female with the roaring male. 
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THE AWAKENING OF A ODD 



H THE AWAKENING OF 

■ A GOD 

^H Vv ITH bruisid throat, their trettca Sowing free, 

^^M Their grieving goaded by the tears that rise, 

^^M The Bj-blus women with lugubrious criea 

^^M Conduct the slow and mournful obscquj. 

■ 

I ^ 
I ^ 

I 

I " 

m 

L 



For on the couch, heaped with anemone. 
Where death has closed his languishing, large eyes. 
Perfumed with apices and with incense lies 
The one by Syria's maids loved doatingly. 

The aingers sound the dirge till morning breaks. 
Butlookt Now at Aatarte'B call be wakes— 
Mysterious Spouse by whom the rayvrb's bedewed. 

He's risen, the youth of old 1 and all the heaven 
Blossoms in one great rose with blood bri^t-hucd 
Of an Adonis to celestials given. 

Sec note p. I6S. 



THE MAGICIAN 

THE MAGICIAN 

£/ACH WHERE, even at the altars I embrace. 
She calls, her pleading snns my vision filL 

sire revered, O mother, who did will 
To bear me, am not I of hateful race? 

The Eumolpid vengeful one in Samothrace 
Shakes not his red robes at my threshold, still 

1 fly faint-hearted, leaden-footed, till 

I hear the sacred dogs howl on my trace. 

In every spot to wretched me are nigh 
The black enchantments, hateful, sinister. 
That all the wrathful Gods have bound me by; 



For ^ey have irresistibly armed her 
Intoxicating mouth and deep dark eye. 
To slay me surely with her kiss and tear. 



See note p. 165. 
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THE SPHINX 

THE SPHINX 

IdENEATH Cith*ron"a briery Sank is made 
A rock-ribbed den, to blaze resplendent there. 
With golden eyes snd breast divinely fair. 
The virgin eagle- winged whom none has swayed. 

The Man stops at the threshold dazed. — What shade 
Makes gloomier still my cavern's gloomy air? 
—Love.— An the God?— The Hero. I.— Then dare: 
But thou Bcck'st death ; canst now be unafraid ? — 

I can ; Bellerophon slew the monster dire. 

—Come not.— Thou know'st my mouth sets thine on fire. 

— Come, then! Between mine arms thy bones 111 maim. 



^ 



My talons tear thy flesh . . . -What's agony. 

If I have raped thy kiss and conquered fame? 

— ^Thy conquest's vain, thou dieai. — O ecstasy! . . 
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MARSYAS 

MARSYAS 

X H Y natal pines which rmptured heard thy strains 
Burnt not thy flesh, O thou to woes decreed ! 
Thy bones are shattered, and thy blood-drops feed 
The flood the Phrygian Mount pours toward the plains. 

The pride-blown Citharist, who jealous reigns, 
Has with his plectrum riven thy every reed. 
That taught the birds and tamed the lion's breed; 
And of Celaena's singer nought remains— 

Nought but a bloody shred on yonder yew 
Where the poor wretch his nameless horror knew. 
O cruel God! O cries of that sweet voice! 

Beneath a hand too wise no more youll find 
Maeander's stream the sighing flute rejoice, 
For Marsjras' skin is plaything of the wind. 



See note p. 166. 
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PERSEUS AND ANDROMEDA 
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PERSEUS AND ANDROMEDA 

ANDROMEDA GIVEN TO 
THE MONSTER 

CePHEUS' chaste one, alas! disheveled, lone. 
Chained to the island rock of sunless gloom. 
Writhing and sobbing, mourns in hopeless doom 
Her regal form ^t terror makes its own. 

The monstrous ocean, by the tempest blown. 

Spatters her icy feet with biting spume, 

• 

While evexirwhere before her closed eyes loom 
The gaping jaws in myriad horror shown. 

Like peal of thunder from a cloud-free sky 
A sudden neighing rolls and echoes ni|^ 
Her esres fly open. Fear and joy are one; 

For she beholds, in whirling flight and free. 
The winged horse, upbearing Zeus's son. 
Stretch his grand shade of axure on the sea. 
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PERSEUS AKD ANDROMEDA 

PERSElUS AND ANDROMEDA 

jn. T last alightiiig mid the foam, the bold 
Medusa's and the monster's conqueror Knight, 
Streaming with bloody spume of horrid sight. 
Bears oS the virgin with the locks of gold. 

On Chrysaot's brother, steed of heavenly mould. 
That neighs, and paws the sea in mad despite. 
He seats the dear one, shamed, of desperate plight. 
Who Isughs mad sobs within his arms' strong fold. 

He clasps her close. Round them the surges beat. 
She raises feebly to the croup her feei 
A wandering billow kisses as they fl> ; 



But Pegasus, inflamed by ocean's stings. 
With one bound rising at the Hero's cry. 
Sweeps the dazed heavens with hia fiery wings. 



PERSEUS AND ANDKOMEDA 

THE RAVISHMENT OF 
ANDROMEDA 

X HE splendid winged horse, in noiseless flight. 
From out his nostrils blowing clouds of fume, 
Bears them, with quivering of his every plume. 
Across the starry ether and blue night 

Now Af ric plunges from their soaring height. 
Then Asia . . . desert . • • Libanus in tomb 
Of mist and fog . . . and here, all white with spume. 
The mystic sea that closed sweet Helle's sight. 

Like two enormous cloaks the wind swells wide 
The pinions which, as through the stars they glide. 
Keep the clasped lovers nested from the cold; 

While, as their throbbing shadows they descry, 
From Aries to Aquarius they behold 
Their Constellations dawning in the sky. 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOLICS 
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BPIORAMS AND BUCOLICS 

THE GOATHERD 

« 

JT URSUE, O shepherd, in this gorge no more 
That bounding, stupid gost; for on the side 
Of MKnslas, where summer bids us bide. 
Night rises quickly, so thy hope give o*er. 

Rest here; of figs snd wine I've smple store. 
AH day this wild retreat have we espied. 
Speak low, Mnasylus, Gods roam far and wide 
And Hecate's eyes this very spot explore. 

A Satyr's cave is yon dark gap below- 
Familiar demon whom these summits know. 
Be still and he may come from out his nook. 

Dost hear the pipe that singaupon his lip?— 
Tishe! His horns now catch the rays; and look; 
He makes my charmed goats in the moonlight trip. 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOLICS 

THE SHEPHERDS 

OvLLENE'S d«cp defiles thia path leads to. 
Then come. Behold his cave and spring. ^Tib there 
He lies on thjrmj bed, and fills the air 
With strains beneath j>on pine that towers in view. 

To this trunk moss-grown tie thy pregnant ewe ' — 
Dost know, ere long with lambkin, she will bear 
Some cheese and milk for bim? And njrmphs will wea 
Spun from her wool by tbem, a mantle new. 

Msyst be propitious. Pan I — Goat-footed one. 
Who guard'st the flocks that on Arcadia run, 
Thee I invoke . . ■ He hears) The tree gives sign! 

The ran sinks down the radiant West. Depart. 
The poor's gift, friend, is as the marble shrine. 
If offered to the Gods with guileless heart 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOLICS 

VOTIVE EPIGRAM 

X O Ares stern! To Eris strife-possessedl 
Help me, I'm old» to gire diis pillar tliese: 
My shield, my sword well hacked with brmveries. 
My broken helmet with its bloody crest. 

Join there this bow. But, say, is*t meet I rest 
The hemp aromid the woodr-hard medlar tree's 
No arm but mine has ever bent wi^ ease^— 
Or stretch the cord again with eager sest? 

The quiver also take. Thine eye cons o'er 
The sheath of leather for the archer's store-* 
The arrows which the wind of battle floats. 



empty; and thou think'st my shafts are gone? 
Then hie thee to the field of Marathon, 
Where thou wilt find them in the Persians' throats. 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOLICS 

FUNERARY EPIGRAM 

OTRANGER, here lies the blithesome grasshopper 
Young Helle suarded long from direful fate. 
And whose wing, vibr&nt under foot Beirate, 
In bilberry, pine and cytisus did whir. 

Alast she's dead — the natural dulcimer. 
Of furrow, field and com the muse elate: 
Lest thou disturb her slumber's peaceful stat^ 
Pass quickly by nor heavily press on her. 

'Tis yonder. Mid a tuft of thyme we »ee 

Her grave's white stone with beauty freshly fair^ 

How few the men who win such destiny! 

H er tomb oft feels a child's fond, tearful care. 

And every mom Aurora piously 

With copious dewdrops makes libation there. 



BPIOKAMS AND BUCOUCS 

THE SHIPWRECKED ONE 

W ITH iNreese astern, and aky aerenely dear. 

He parts from Egypt at Arctnms* rise, 

And as ^e Pharos fades before his eyes 

His brass-lined, speedy ship fills him wi^ cheer. 

But Alexandria's mole no more hell near: 

In waste of sand not e*en ^e young kid tries 

The tempest's hand has scooped his grave, where w^^fim 

A wind-entwisted shmb an lone and drear. 

In fold the deepest of the shifting done. 

In dawnless night where shines nor star nor moon. 

As last the navigator iiniet owns. 

O Earth, O Sea, pity his amdous Shade! 

And on the Hellenic shore ^Hiere rest his bones 

Thy tread be lights thy voice be nlent made. 
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EPtCRAltS AND fiUCOLtCS 

THE PRAYER OF THE 
DEAD 

StOPI— Traveller, list tome. If thy step run 
To CTpselus and to the Hebnu' shore, 
Old HjilluG find and pray him to deplore 
Without BUrcease his unretuming son. 

My murdered Sesh the ravenous wolves have won; 
The rest in this dark thicket Ilea; and o'er 
The Erebus -gloomed banks great shadows pour 
Indignant tears. My death's avenged by none. 

Depart then; and shouldst thou, when dies the day. 
See at the grave's or hillock's foot delay 
A black-veiled woman reft of every bloom, 

Approach; nor night nor charms need give thee fears; 
For 'tis my mother, who, on ahadowy tomb. 
Clasps a void urn and fills it with her teais. 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOUC8 

THE SLAVE 

N^ AKED and wretched, with ^e vilest cheer. 
Such slave am I— my bod j bears the signs- 
Bom free upon the gulf vHiose beauty shines 
Where Hybla's honeyed slopes their summits rear. 

Alas II left the happy isle • • • Ahlshouldst thou steer 
Thy course to Syracuse's bees and vines, 
Following the swans as winter's cold declines. 
Good host, acquaint thee wi^ my lovM dear. 

Shall I ne'er see her pure, deep-violet ejre 
Reflecting, brimmed with smiles, her natal sky 
Beneath her dark-hued brow's victorious bow? 

Have pity 1— Find my Clearista, pray; 
Tell her I live once more her face to know ; 
Thou canst not miss her, for she's sad alway. 
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EPIGRAMS AKD BUCOLICS 

THE HUSBANDMAN 

X HEplow, the shining shares, the goad he bore. 
The yoke, the pitchfork which the eheaves bestows, 
The harrow, seed -bag, and the scythe that mows 
Each dajr the ears which fill the barn's wide Boor; 

These long-used tools that he can wield no more 
Old Parmis to great Rhea now {ore goes. 
Through whom the seed in sacred joy arc e grows. 
He's fourscore years; for him all tasks are o'er. 

For near a century in the burning sun 

The coulter he has pushed, yet nought has won. 

Though aad his life, remorse now knows him not! 
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But he is worn with labor, and he dreams 

That with the dead toil still may be his lot. 

Where Erebus laves the fields with darksome streams. 
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EPIORAMt AND BUCOLICS 

TO HERMES CRIOPHORUS 

X HAT the companion of the Naiads may 
Be pleased the ewe anear the ram to lead« 
So that might endless multiply the seed 
Of browsing flocks that on Galcsus stray^ 

He should be gladdened by the f east* s array 
Beneath the herdsman's canopy of reed. 
For sweet to Pan his sacrificial meed 
On marble table or on block of clay. 

Then honor Hermes, for the God so wise 
Prefers pure hands whereby the victim dies 
To splendor's wealth of altar or of fane. 

Friend, raise on border of thy mead a mound. 
And with the blood of hairy goat there stain 
The turf with purple and imbrue the ground. 
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EPtGRAHS AND BUCOLICS 

THE YOUTHFUL DEAD 

\J H, do thou quickly through the grassee move 
Beneath which lie my ashes in despair, 
Nor the flowers trample o£ my grave from where 
I list to ant and ivy creep above. 

Thou Btop'st? Thou beard'st the coo of inourning dove. 

Oh, on my tomb her sacrifice forbear; 

If thou lov'st me, give her the ambient air ; 

Life is so sweet, still let her taste thereof. 

Tbou know'st? With myrtle wreathed for me a bride. 
At nupti&l Bhrine, virgin and spouie, I died— 
From all I loved bo far, and yet so near. 

My eyes respond not to the happy light, 
And now forevermore I'm wrapped in drear, 
Remorseless Erebus and gloomy Night. 
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EPIGRAMS AND BUCOUC8 

REGILLA 

AnNIA Regilla, Aphrodite's own 

And Ganjrmede's, in deadi reposes here^ 

JBneas' daughter to Herodes dear. 

So beauteous, happy, young, for her make moan* 

The Shade, whose lovely body here lies lone. 
In the Blest Isles with him idio rules austere 
Counts all the dajrs, the months, and long, long year, 
banished far from all that she had known. 



Her memory haunts her spouse, and unconsoled, 

On purple bed of ivory and gold 

He sleepless tosses and lamenting cries. 

He yet delasrs. He comes not And the dear's 
Lorn spirit, filled with amdous hope, still flies 
Round the black sceptre Rhadamantfans rears. 



See note p. 167. 
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EPIGRAUS AND BUCOLICS 



THE RUNNER 
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As when at Delphi, ThTinui cIok behind. 
He flew through Biadium to applause's roar, 
So on this plinth now Ladas runs once more, 
On btonze foot, slim, and &wif ttr than the wind. 

With arm outstretched, eyes fixed, trunk front inclined, 
The beaded dropEof sweat hU face glide o'er; 
Sure, sculptor scarce bad cast his form before 
It leaped all living from the mould dccigned. 

He throbs, he trembles, hopes, yet fears to lose; 
His side heaves, the cleaved air his lips refuse. 
And mth the strain his muscles juttiug rise. 

His spirit's ardor nought can now control. 
And far beyond his pedestal he flies 
In the arena toward the palm and goal 



EPIGRAMS AND BUCOLICS 



THE CHARIOTEER 



Stranger, that one idio treads die golden pole. 
His steeds of black, in one hand fourfold rein. 
The other holding «^p of ashen grain. 
Better than Castor ean his car controL 



His fadier's not so high on glory's roll • • • 
But see, he starts, the limit red to gain. 
And strews his rivals o'er the arena's plain^ 
This Libyan bold dear to the Emperor's aouL 

Round the daxed circus toward the goal and palm 
Seven times the victor, diszy yet still calm. 
Has whirled. All Hail, son of Calchas the Bluel 

And thou mayst see (if that a mortal eye 

The heaven-crowned car with wings of fire may view) 

Once more to Porphyry glorious Victory fly. 



See note p. 169. 
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^H 7hE air blowi fresh. The tun Btnks gorgeously. 

^H The kine fear not ox-^t's nor beetle's pest. 

^^m On Othrys' slopes the shadows lengthen;— rest. 

^^H Dear guest, sent by the Gods, rest here with me. 

^H 

^B Fr< 
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EPlOSAltS AND BUCOLICS 



ON OTHRYS 



While drinking foamy milk thine eye shall tee. 
From threshold of my rural cot. the crest 
01ympian,Tyinphreatiis' snowy breast. 
The soaring mountains, fruitful Thessaly, 

Euboea and the Sea ; through twilight's red 
Callidromus and CEta's sacred head. 
Where Hercules his altar raised and pyre; 

And there below, Panuasus' glowing height. 
Where Pegasus now folds his wings of fire, 
To mount at dawning in immortal flight. 



ROME AND THE BARBARIANS 
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SOME AND THE BASBASIANt 

FOR VIRGIL'S SHIP 

JVL AY your kind start guard well all dangers through, 
Bright Dioscuri, Helen's kin divine. 
The Latin poet who would fain see shine 
The golden C jclades amid the blue. 

May he have softest airs man ever knew; 
May perfume-breathed lapyx now incline 
With swelling sail to speed him o'er the brine, 
Until the stranger shore shall glad his view. 



; Through all the islands where the dolphins glide 

I The Mantuan singer fortunately guide ; 

Lend him, O Cygnus' sons, fraternal ray. 

One-half my soul the fragile boat contains. 
Which o'er the sea that heard Arion's lay 
Bears glorious Virgil to the Gods' domains. 



Sec note pL 171. 
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HOME AND THE BARBARIANS 

A LITTLE VILLA 

X ES, that's the heriuge of Callus botr 
ThoQ dost on jron cisalpine bill dncry; 
A pine bis bumble house is sheltered by. 
Whose lowly roof the thatch scarce coven o'er. 

And yet for guest he has sufBcing store: 
His oven is large, his vines make glad the ejt. 
And in bis garden lupines multiply. 
Tis little? — Gallui ne'er has longed for more. 

His grove yields fagots through the winter hours. 

And shade in summer under leafy bowers, 

While autumn brings some passing thrush for prize. 

Tis there, contented with his narrow round. 
He ends his days upon bit natal ground. 
Go, now thou knowest why Callus is so wise. 
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SOME AND THE BARBARIANS 



THE FLUTE 



JU O, evening*! here. Some pigeons ilgrward flj. 
O goatherd, nought so soothes love's feverous wound 
As pipe well blown, when its appeasing sound 
Blends with the sedgy stream's melodial sigh. 



In this great plane-tree's shade, where stretched we lie, < 

The grass is soft. That goat, now rambling round, j 

Should climb yon rock where tenderest buds abound. 
And freely browse beyond her weanling's cry. 

With seven unequal stems of hemlock made. 
Well joined wi A wax, my flute, or sharply plajred 
Or grave, weeps, sings, or wails, as I incline. 

Come. Learn Silenus' art that knows no death* 
And thy love*plaint8 will, by this pipe divine. 
Be driven to flight mid its harmonious breath. 
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^H^ Cf LEAR skies; the sands the boat has glided o'er; 

^^M The orchards bloom ; the froat with silver? sheet 

^^H No longer glints from mead the morn to greet, 

^^M And ox and neatherd leave their stabled store. 



ROME AND THE BAKBARIANB 



TO SEXTIUS 



All things revive; — yet Death and his sad lore 
Still press us; and the dajr thoult surely meet. 
When by the dice the revel's royal seat 
Will be allotted to thysell no more. 

Life's short, O Sextiusi Lpon it seize; 
Already age makes havoc of our knees. 
n the bleak land of Shades no springtime is. 

'hen come. The woods are green, and season right 
To immolate to Faun, in haunts of his, 
A black-haired goat or lamb with fleece of white. 
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THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 



ToPaul Arint 
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BOMB AND THI BAKBAKIANS 

THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 

O/wn ImsinM ffwn Heuinui 

wOMEnotI Awiyl Let not one step be Bti^redl 
Insidious pillsger, I fancy yon 
Would steal the grapes, mad-apples, olives, too. 
Which the sun ripens in the orchard's shade. 

I watch. A shepherd once with hedge-bill blade 
Csrved me from fig-tree trunk iBgina knew; 
Laugh, but consider how Priapus grew. 
And know none can his fierce revenge evade. 

Of old, to seamen dear, on galle3r*s besk 
With ruddy glow I stood, and joyed to speak 
To laughter-sparkling or foam-crested waves; 

And now the fruits and herbs I keep watch o'er. 
To shield this garden from marauding knaves . • • 
The smiling Cydades 111 ne'er see more. 
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ROUE AND THE BARBARIANS 

THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 

Diurnqtir laiulati „„,u.ul 

XxESPECT. O Traveler, if my wrath you fear. 
That fauroble roof of rush and fUg above 
A grandsire's and his cbitdren's mutual love; 
He owns the close and spring that bubbles clear. 

Twas he triio placed, amid the area here. 

My emblem in the lime-tree's heart, to prove 

His only God am I— sole guardian of 

HiB orchard decked with flowen I hold most dear. 

KuBtic and poor, and yet devoted they; 
For on my gaine they piously display 
Poppy, green barley-cars and violet; 

And twice a year, by kntfe of planter slain, 

The rural altar with the blood is wet 

Of youthful, bearded goat of potent strain. 
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BOMI AMD THE BABBASIAMS 

THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 

III Eeee vitlieus 

Venit . . . 

H CATULLUS 

O, you tly imps ! Of dog» of traps, beware I 

As goardian here, I would not, for my sake. 

Have one pretending garlic bulb to take 

Plunder my fruit groves nor my grapevines spare. 

Below, the planter mows his field, from where 
He spies you; if he comes here, by my stakel 
Vfiih hard wood wielded by his arm hell make 
Your loins well smoke, whate'er a God may care. 

Quick, take the left-hand path, and with it wind 
Till at the hedge's end a beech you find; 
Then heed the word one slips into your ear: 



A negligent Primus lives near by; 

His arbor pillara you can see from here. 

Where blushing grapes in shade-wrapped greenery lie. 
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ROME AND THE BASBARtANS 



THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 

IV 

Uihi Corolla titia vtrt pa 

Jl^NTER. Fresh coated have my pillarE been, 
And in my arbor, from the Eunshine's glare, 
The shade ia softest Balm pcrf Dines the air. 
And April decks the ground with blossomy sheen. 



By tuins the seasons crown me: olives Ereen, 
Ripe grapes, great golden ears, and Sower-cups fair; 
While gosta their creamy n.-ilk still kindly spare, 
Which curded in the vat each mom is seen. 



The master honors me for service don 
Nor thrush nor thief despoils his vines 
Is better guarded in the Roman land. 



Sons fair, wife virtuous, the man at home 
Each eve from market jingles in bis band 
The shining deniers he has brought from Rome. 



BOm AMD THI BABBABIANS 



THE GOD OF THE GARDENS 

^ Riget^ms dura barba §nncta crystdh 
__ DiTertonun poctanim huai 

fjLoWcoldl The vines with frost are glittering; 



The son I watch for, knowing iht time exact 
When dawn red tints Soracte's snows. Distract 
Is mral God— man's so perverse a thing. 

For twenty winters, lonely, shivering. 
In this old close ISre lived. My beard's conqpact. 
My paint scales off, my shrunken wood is cracked. 
And now the worms may come to gnaw and sting. 

Why of Penates am I not, or Lar 

Domestic even, retouched, from care afar. 

With fruits and honey gorged, or wreathed, as they? 



In the fore-court the wax ancestors grace 
I should grow old, and on ^eir virile day 
The children round my neck their hulls place. 



See note p. 172. 
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^H^ CJ'ER their Eoft limbs has royrrh its fragrance ihed; 

^^^ And bathed in warmth beneath December's akies 

^^B They dream, while the bronze lamp with flaming eyes 

^^M Throws light and shadow on each beauteous head. 



80UE AMD THE BARBARIANS 



TEPIDARIUM 



n byssuB cushions of empurpled bed 
Some amber, rosy figure nerveless tries 
To stretch, or bend, or from the couch to rise, 
Where linen's folds voluptuously spread. 

Breathing the air with ardent fumes replete. 

An Asian woman, nude, amid the heat 

Twists her smooth amu with languorous control; 

And the pale daughters of Ausonia see 
With gloating eye the rich, wild harmony. 
As o'er her bronzed bust her jet locks roll 
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KOMB AND THB BAKBARIAN8 

TRANQTHLLUS 

C. PImm S0cundi Bpist, Lib. I, Ep, XXIV 

S UETONIUS' pleasing country tliii; and he 
Near Tibnr raised his hnmble villa where 
Some vine-dad wall the years still kindly spare. 
And arcade's ruin wreathed in greenery. 

Here, far from Rome, he came each fall to see 
The 9ky^t last asure, and from elm-trees* care 
To take the plenteous grapes empurpling there* 
His life flowed on in calm tranquility. 

In this sweet pastoral peace would Claudius bide, 
Caligula and Nero; here, with pride. 
Vile Messalina in her purple strolled; 

And here with pointed stylus he has told. 
Scratched in the unpitsring wax, of him who tried 
In Capri all that's foul when he was old. 



See note p. 174. 
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ROUE AND THE BABBAHIANS 

LUPERCUS 

«. Val Morlialii. Lib. I. Epif. CXVIS} 

LuPERCUS from afar cries:— Poet dwr. 
Thy latest Epigram is wondrous fine ;— 
Wilt thou not lend me all thy works divine? 
My slave will call for them when morning's here, 

—Ah, no. He limps, be pants, he's old and sere; 
Mjr stairs are ateep, my house remote from thine; 
Dost thou not live close by the Palatine? 
Atrectus in the Argileiuro's near— 

At Forum's comer, where hell sell to us 
The dead and tivine: Virgil, Siliut, 
Terence and Pliny. Phednis and the rest; 

There, on a shelf, and one not very high, 
Pounced, robed in purple, and in cedar nest, 
Martial's for sale at five denarii. 
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KOMB AND THE BARBARIANS 

THE TREBIA 

13 AWN tints the heis^ts on this ill day of need. 
The camp has roused The waters roaring go 
Where the Numidian light-horse drink below. 
And everywhere the pealing tmmpets plead* 

For spite of Sdpio, of the augurs* rede, 
Of wind and rain, the Trebia*s swollen flow, 
Sempronius Consul, proud new fame to know, 
Has bade his lictors with the aze proceed. 

The Insubres their burning homes behold. 
The horison reddening with the flames uproUed, 
While far resounds the elephant's loud cry. 



Beneath the bridge, leaning against an arch, 
Deep-muaing Hannibal, with triumph high, 
to the tramping legions as they march. 
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ROME AND THE BARBARIANS 



AFTER CANN^ 



U NE consul killed ; one to Venusia fled, 

Or to Litemum; the Aufidus runs o'er 

From dead and arms; liEhming has struck full eore 

The Capitol: the bronze sweats, and the heavens look drea 

Vainly the Cod's feast has the Pontiff spread, 
And twice the Sibjrl's Oracle did implore. 
The grandfitre, widow, orphan, weep yet more. 
Till Rome in consternation bows her head. 



i 



Each evening to the aqueducts they swarm: 
Plebs, slaves, the women, children, the deform- 
All that the prison or the slum can spew — 

To see, on Sabine Mount of blood-hued dyes, 

Seated on elephant Gatulian, rise 

The one-eyed Chieftain to their anxious view. 



ROME AND THE BARBARIANS 

TO A TRIUMPHER 

1 LLUSTRIOUS Imperator, thine arch crown 

With old chiefs yoked, barbarian warriors' throng, j 

Bits that to armor and to boats belong, | 

With beak and stern of ships thine arms struck down. ^ 

% 

\ 

Whoe'er thou art, from Ancus sprung or down. 

Thy honors, names and lineage, short or long, j 

In bas-reliefs and frieze engrave them strong. 

That future years dim not thy just renown. 

Even now Time lifts his fatal arm. Dost hope 
To give thy fame's report eternal scope? 
Why, let an ivy climb, thy trophy dies ; 

And on thy blazoned blocks, dispersed and rent, 
As choked with grass their glorsr's ruin lies, 
Some Samnite mower will his sc3rthe indent. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 



AHTONY AND CLEOPATRA 

THE CYDNUS 

JD ENEATH triumphal blue, in flaming ray. 
The silver trireme tints the dark flood white. 
And censers breathe rich perfumes that unite 
With rustling silks and flutes' mellifluous play. 

Where, at the prow, the spread-hawk holds his way, 
Cleopatra forward leans for better sight. 
And seems, as stands she in the evening light. 
Like some grest golden bird in watch for prey. 

Now Tarsus sees the warrior captive there: 
The dusky Lagian opes, in that charmed air. 
Her amber arms with roseate purple dyed; 

Nor has she seen anear, as fateful sign. 
Shredding the roses on the sombrous tide. 
Those twins. Desire and Death, of life divine. 

See note p. 176. 
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^^H And tribtmes, raUjing their men, once more 

^^1 Breathe from the air that trembles with their roar 

^^M The scents and ardors of red slaughter's sons. 

^H 

I 

I ' 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 



EVENING OF BATTLE 



With gloomy eyes, computing their lost ones, 
The soldiers see Phraortes* archer corps 
Whirl like dead leaves afar, and streaming o'er 
Their tawny cheeks the perspiration nms. 

And then appeared, with arrows bristling round. 
Red from vermilion stream of many a wound, 
'Neath floating purple and the brass's glare. 

To sound of trumpet's flourish, grand of mien. 
Quelling his plunging horse, and bathed in sheen 
Of fiery sky, the Impcrator there. 






ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA 

\J N "Egypt sleeping in the snltry air 
The twain gazed wistful from their terrace high. 
Where far they could the Delta's flood descry 
Toward Sais or Bubastis onward fare. 

Beneath his thick cuirass he, bom to dare,-~ 
A captive now to croon a lullaby,-^ 
Felt on his conquering heart surrendered lie 
Her form voluptuous pressed still closelier there. 

Turning her pale face mid its locks of brown 
To him whose reason perfumes had struck down. 
She raised her mouth and luring, lustrous eye; 

And bent o'er her the chief could but behold 
In her great orbs, starry with dots of gold. 
Only unbounded seas where gallesrs fly. 



Set note p. 176. 
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EPIGRAPHIC SONNETS 



Bagnhres^e-Luehcn, Sept. j88 , 

I 

I 



EPIOSAPHIC tONNSTS 



lUXOm IfCITTO MO 

»" THE VOW ^*iS5. 

WAM. nSTA ^IJt, 

T. a. 2» M« ▼. a. L. M. 

1 HE light-hairedkhitil, he of Iberian ttrain. 
The brown Gammnus in his paint* of old. 
Upon the marble cnt by them have told 
This water's virtue and its power o*er bane. 

The Roman pool and thermae to ordain 
The Emperors at Venasqae then made bold. 
When Fabia Festa, like the rest controlled. 
Gave to the Gods the mallow and vervain. 

As when Dixon and Isdtt were young 

The Springs to-day their song to me have sung; 

Where the pure air the sulphur fumes still know. 

Hence in this vow-made verse *tis mine to raise. 

Like Ulohox's son in bygone dasrs, 

A rongh-hewn altar to the nymphs below. 

Set note p. 177. 
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EPIGRAPHIC SONNETS 



THE SPRING 



X N brier snd grass the altar burird sleeps. 
Where falling drop b; drop the nameless apring 
Fills the lone vale with plaintive murmuring: 
It IB the Nymph that o'er Oblivion weeps. 

This useless mirror which no wavelet sweeps, 
The dove now seldom kisses with her wing, 
And but the moon, through dark skies wandering, 
Her pallid face alone upon it keeps. 

Attimes a passing herdsman here delay's: 

He drinks; then pours the drops, his thirst all flown, 

From out his hand upon the road's old stone. 

In this the ancestral gesture he betrays. 
The Roman cippua to his eye unknown 
With patera near the libatory vase, 
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EPIORAPHIC SONNETS 

THE BEECH-TREE GOD 

X HE house of die Garumnus glads the ground 
Beneath a gnarly mighty beech where wells 
A God's pure sap by which the white bark swells. 
The mother forest makes his utmost bound; 

For by the seasons blest he there has found 
Nuts, wood and shade, and creatures that he fells 
With bow and spear, or with sly hires compels, 
For flesh to eat or fleece to wrap him round. 

The years haye crowned his toil and made him free; 

And on his home-return at eve the Tree 

With kindly arms seems proffering welcome's good; 

And when death comes to lower his lofty brow. 
His grandsons will cut out his coffin's wood 
From the sound heart of its supremest bough. 



S«e note p. 177. 
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BPIORAPHIC SONNETS 

TO THE DIVINE MOUNTAINS 



S LUE Klaciecs, p«&ka of marble, granite, slate, 
Moraines whose winds send blighting ruin through 
The wheat and rye from Begle to Nethou ; 
Lakes, woods of shade and nest, steep crags serrate ; 

Lone caves, dark vales, where exiles desolate, 
Sooner than crouch before the tyrant crew. 
Wolf, chamois, eagle, bear, as conu-ades knew; 
Abysses, torrents, cliffs, blest be your state ! 

From cruel town and prison when he flew, 
Geminus, the slave, this cippus gave unto 
The Mountains, sacred guards of liberty; 



And on these silence-pulsing summits clear. 
In this pure, boundless air's immensity, 
A f reetnan's cry still falls upon mine ear. 
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EPIQRAPHIC SONNETS 



MONTIBVI. 



THE EXILED ";"":;: • • ; 

CAKKZ DEO. • . • i 



tABXirVLA 

V. I. L. M. 



XN this wild vale where Caesar bids thee sigh, 
V^th bended, silvered head too early snowed. 
Slowly each eve along the Ardi^ge road 
Thou comest on the moss-grown rock to lie. 

Thy youth, thy villa, greet again thine eye. 
And Flamen red, as when with train he strode; 
And 80 to ease thy longing's heavy load. 
Sad Sabinula, thou regard'st the sky. 

Toward seven-pointed Gar with splendors bright. 

The tardy eagles hastening to their height 

Bear on their wings the dreams that fill thy mind ; 

And so, without desire or hope, and lost to home, 

Thou raisest altars to the Mountains kind. 

Whose neighboring Gods now solace thee for Rome. 



) 



See note p. 177. 
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THE MIDDLE AGE AND THE 
RENAISSANCE 
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MIDDLE AOB AND KBMAItSAltCB 

A CHURCH WINDOW 

X HIS window has teen dunes and lords of mii^ 
Sparkling widi gold, with asnre, flmme and nacre. 
Bow down before tiie altar of ^eir Maker 
The pride of crest and hood to sacred right. 

Whene'er to horn's or clarion's sound, with tight 
Held sword in hand, ger&kon or the saker. 
Toward plain or wood, Byzantium or Acre, 
They started for cnasade or herons' flight. 

To-day, ^e seigniors near their chatelaines, 
With hound low crouching at their long poulaines. 
Upon the marble floor extended lie; 

All voiceless, deaf and motionless are diey. 
Whose eyes of stone look on the window nigh. 
Yet cannot see its rose that blooms alway. 
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MIDDLE AGE AND RENAISSANCE 



EPIPHANY 



1. HEN, Balthazar, Melchior, Gaspar — Magiui Kinn 
With gorgeous vases vrbere eiiamelj glow, 
And silver, and by camels followed, go 
As in the bodied, old imaginings. 

From the far East they bear their offerings 
To that divine One bom to suage the woe 
Of man and beast who suffer here below. 
Their robes beflowercd a page upbearing brings. 

Where Joseph waits them at the stable's door. 
With Chieftain's crown they bend the ChUd before. 
Who laughs and eyes them with admiring mien. 



So, when Augustus ruled in time of old. 
The royal Magians from afar were seen 
Presenting precious incense, myrrh, and gold. 
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MIDDLE AOB AND SBNAISSAMCB 

THE WOOD-WORKER OF 
NAZARETH 

X O make a dresser the good master here 
Has ceaseless tolled since dawn with weary strain^ 
Handling by turns the chisel and the plane. 
The grating rasp and smoothing polisher. 

With pleasure hence he sees, toward eve, draw near 
The lengthening shadow of the great platane. 
Where blessed Mary and her mother Saint Aane^ 
With Jesus nigh them, go for restful cheer. 



The parching air stirs not the leaves at all; 
And Joseph, sore fatigued, his gouge lets fall. 
As with his ^>ron he would dry his face; 



While the pure Prentice, in a glory's fold. 
Makes alway, in the shop's obscurest place, 
Fly from the cutting edge his chips of gold. 
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UIODLE AGS AND RENAISSANCE 

A MEDAL 

H.IMINI-S Lord, Vicar and Podestate:— 
His hawked profile, dearly or vaguely leen 
Id tawny glinimcr bb of day's last sheen. 
Lives in this medal de' Fastis did create. 

Of all the tyrants whom s people hate. 

Count, Duke or Marquis, Prince or Princeling e'en,— 

Galeas, Hercules. Can or Ezielin,— 

None can the haughty Malatcsta mate. 

This one, the best, this Sigismond PandoU, 
Laid waste Ronugna, Marches and the Quit, 
A temple built, nude love, and sang the while; 



And e'en their loveliest lack refinement's crown. 

For on the bronze that sees Isotta smile 

The Elephant triumphal tramps the primrose down. 



MIDDLE AOB AND BlMAISSAIf CB 

THE RAPIER 

K^ ALIXTUS Pope we on the pommel read. 
The keyt, t2ara,boat and fieh-net bear 
Their rich reliefs upon the sword's gnard where 
Bmblasoned glows the oz of Borgian breed; 

Within the fnsil laughs, mid coral seed 
By ivy twinedy Pami or Priapas fair. 
Till raised to splendor by the enamel there. 
The nq;>ier's more for wonder than for need. 

Antonio Peres de Las CeDas planned 

This pastoral staff for the first Borgia's hand. 

As though his famous brood he had foretold; 

And better far tiian Ariosto's phrase, 
Or Sannazar's, this steel, with hilt of gold. 
Pope Alexander and the Prince portrays. 
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MIDDLE ACE AND KENAIBSANCE 

AFTER PETRARCH 

As you came out of church, with piety 
Your noble hands bestowed alma freely where 
Within the porch's abade you shone ao fair, 
The poor all heaven's great riches seemed to see. 

I then saluted you moat graciously — 
Humbly, as suits one in discretion's cue; 
When, drawing close your robe, with angry ur 
Yoar lace you shaded as you turned from me. 

But Love that will the most rebellious rule, 
Would not consent, less kind thui beautiful. 
That mercy should let pity pass me by; 

And in your veiling you were then so slow. 
The umbrageous lashes of your beaming eye 
Throbbed like dark leafage in the starlight's glow. 
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MIDDLE AOB AND BBNAISBANCB 

ON THE BOOK OF LOVES OF 
PIERRE DE RONSARD 

XN Bourgueil Gmrdens more than one of yore 
Ensraved upon the bark names fondly tweet, 
And many a heart 'neath Loavre't gold ceilinsa beat^ 
At flaah of smile, with pride which thrilled to soar. 

What matters it?~>thetr joy or grief is o'er; 
They lie in stillness where four oak boards meet 
Beneath the sighing grass, with none to greet 
Their voiceless dust tiiat feeds oblivion's shore. 

All die. Mary, Helen, Cassandra bold. 
Your lovely forms would be but ashes cold, 
—Nor rose nor lily sees the morrow's land- 
Had Ronsard by the Seine or Loire not wove 
For brows of yours, with an immortal hand. 
Fame's laurel leaf with myrtle leaf of Love. 
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UIDDLE AGE AND RENAISSANCE 

THE BEAUTIFUL VIOLE 

10 B£X.v cioi A Tou. troupp. Wge« 

U PON the balcoay, where her longii^ eyes 
The Toad to far>oS Italy catt trace, 
"Neadi a pal« olive branch she bows her face. 
The violet blooms to-day, to-morrow ^es. 

Her vial then with fragile hand she tries. 
That sootbet her solitude and saddened case, 
And dreams of bim whose heedless footsteps pace 
The dust wherein Sotne's fallen grandeur lies. 



The sonl of her he called his Angevine sweet 
Bids each vibrating Btring divinely beat. 
Whene'er her troubled heart feels love's sharp pain; 



And on the winds her notes far distant 
Caressing, it may be, the faithless one 
In King he sang for winnower of grain. 
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MIDDLB AGB AMD SENAISSAMCB 

AN EPITAPH 

After th€ Verus of Henry III 

O PASSER* Hyadnthe lies hallowed here. 
Who, Lord of Maugiron was, now cold as stone- 
God rest the soul, and all the sins condone. 
Of him who fell unshaken with a fear. 

None, not e'en Qu^lus decked with pearl-gemmed gear* 

In plaited ruff or plumed cap princelier shone, 

And so thou seest tiiis mournful marble own ^ 

A branch of jacinth cut by Myron's peer. 

Eling Henry kissed and clipped him and his shroud 
Put on ; then willed tiiat to Saint-Germain proud 
Be borne his pale, cold form of matchless grace; 

And that such grief as his mis^ht never die. 
He raised this emblem in this sacred place-— 
Sad, sweet memorial of Apollo's 
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UIODLE AGE AND BENAIESANCE 

GILDED VELLUM 

X HE gold, old Master Binder, thou didst chase 
On the book's back and in the edge's grain. 
Despite the irons pushed with free-hand main. 
In vivid, brilliant hue no more we tract. 

The figures which so deftly interlace 
Crow dailjr on the fine, white skin less plain; 
And scarce we see the ivy thou didst train 
To wind in beauty o'er the cover's space. 

But this translucent, supple ivory, 
Marguerite. Marie — Diane, it e'en tr.ay be. 
With loving fingers have of old caressed: 

And this paled vellum Clovis Eve gilt seems 
To evoke, I know not by what charm possessed, 
Their perfume's spirit and shadow of their dreams. 



MIDDLE AGE AND RENAISSANCE 

THE DOGARESSA 

LJ PON the marble porticos all these 
Great lords converse who live through Titian's lore, 
And whose rich collars, weighing marc or more. 
Enhance their red dalmatic draperies. 

With ^yes ^ere shine patridan dignities^ 
The old lagoons they look serenely o'er. 
Beneath dear skies of Venice, to the shore 
And sparkling amre of the Adrian seas. 

And ^R^iile in brilliant throng full many a Kidght 
Trails gold and purple by the stairs of white. 
Bathed in cerulean sheen all joys constrain; 

Indolent, superb, a Dame, retired in shade, 
TunUng half round in billows of brocade. 
Smiles at the negro boy nHio bears her train. 



103 




UIDDLE AGE AND RENAISSANCE 

ON THE OLD BRIDGE 

Anlania a Sandra artSce 

A. HE Master Goldsmith has, bincc matina. where 
Beneath hie pencils the enamel flowed, 
On clasp or on nieUoed pax bestowed 
X^tin devices in resplendence rare. 

Upon the BridEe, where bells made glad the air, 
Cunail and frock were by the cape elbowed; 
And when the heaven like soroe church xrindow g^loweq 
The lovely Plorenttnes were haloed there. 

And quick beguiled by dream that passion knows, 

The pensive prentices forgot to close 

On ring's chaton the lovers' hands in plight; 



While with bard point as any stylet keen. 
The young Cellini chased, alt else unseen. 
On pommel of a dirk the Titans' fight. 



J 
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MIDDLB AOB AND BBNAI8SANCB 

THE OLD GOLDSMITH 

JL HAN any Master the maitrise can blaze. 
E'en Ruyz, Arph6, Ximenix, Becerrill, 
All gems I've del tlier set, and with more skOl 
Have wrought the frieze and handle of the vase. 

In silver, on the enamel's irised glase, 
I've carved and painted, to my soul's worst ill, 
Shame, not the Rood, and saint upon the grill. 
But Bacchus drunk or DanaS's amaze. 



The rapier's iron I've damaskeened full well. 
And, for vain boastings of these works of hell. 
Adventured the eternal part of me ; 

And now, as fast my years toward evening fly, 
O would, as did Fray Juan de Segovie, 
While chasing gold of monstrance I might die. 
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KIODLB AGS AND RENAltSAHCB 



THE SWORD 



X RUST me, mj pious child, take the old road: 
This sword, with straight cross-guards in twist Atigbt, 
Used hy an ardent gentleman of might. 
Is lighter than a Romish ritual's load. 

Take it. The Hercidea th; toacb haa glowed. 
Its gold bjr thy grandnres' use kept bright. 
Now awells beneath its surface iplcndor-dight 
The beauteous, iron muscles of a God. 

Trrit The supple itecl a bouquet showa 
Of sparks. The solid blade is one of those 
To send a pridcful ahiver through the breast; 

Bearing, in hollow of its brilliant gorge, 
Like noble Dame a gem, the stamp increased 
Of Julian del Rey, prince of the forge. 
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MIDDLE AGS AND SSNAI88ANCB 

TO CLAUDIUS POPELIN 

\JH fragile glau» within the lead's embrace, 
Old Masters painted lords of high degree 
Turning their chaperons full piously, 
And bowed in prajrer, as though of bourgeois race. 

The breviary's page some loved to grace 
With saints and ornaments a joy to see. 
Or made to glow, by plisnt touch and free, 
With arabesques the ewer's bellied space. 

'I To-day, Claudius, their rivsl and their son. 
Reviving in himself their works sublime, 
' On lasting metal has his triumphs won ; 

And hence, beneath the enamel of my rhyme, 
I would keep green upon his brow alway. 
For future ages, die heroic Bay. 
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MIDDLE AQE AND RENAISSANCX 

ENAMEL 

W OW take thy lamp; the oven for pUque doth glow; 

Model pailloa where iriaed colors run. 

And fix with fire in the pigment dun 

The sparkling powder which thy peactls know. 

Wilt thou the bay or myrtle wreath bestow 
On thinker, hero, prince, or love's dear one? 
By what God wilt, on sky unlit by sun. 
The glaucous sea-horse or scaled hydra show? 

No. Rather let a sapphire orb reveal 

From Ophir's warrior race some proud profile— 

Thalestris. Bradamant, Pentherilea. 

And that ber beauty may be still more fell. 

Casque her blonde locks with wingid beait. and be a 

Cold gorgon on ber bosom's lovely swell 
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MIDDLB AGB AND RENAISSANCE 

DREAMS OF ENAMEL 

XN the dark chamber roars the athanor, 
Whose brick-cased fire, in ardent, glowing state. 
Breathes on the copper till it there will mate 
With gold's own splendor from enamel's store. 

Beneath my brushes are bom, live, run and soar 
MjTthologjr's rare race: Bacchus' wild f£te, 
Chimaera, Centaurs, Sphinx, and Pan the great, 
V/lih Gorgon, Pegasus and Chrysaor. 

Shall I now paint Achilles weeping near 

Penthesilea? Orpheus' banished dear 

For whom the infernal gate will ne'er relent? 

Hercules confounding the Avemian hound, 

Or Virgin at the cavern's outer bound 

With writhing body ^diich the Dragons scent? 
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THS CONQUERORS 



THS CONQVEKOR8 

THE CONQUERORS 

^^S falcons from their native eyrie soar. 
So, tired of woes long borne witii haughty air. 
Bold-hearted men from Palos and Moguer 
Went forth witii daring dreams mad to tiie core* 

They longed to seixe tiie fabled metal store 
Cipango's mines in rich perfection bear, 
And favoring breeses bade their brave prows dare 
The dim, mysterious occidental shore. 



At eve, as Hope unveiled each epic view. 
The tropic sea's bright phosphorescent blue 

tiieir slumbers witii mirage of gold; 



Or from tiie f oredeck of tiieir caravels 

On alien skies they wondered to behold 

Strange stars new risen from ocean's glowing wells. 



See note p. 182. 
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THK CONQUERORS 



YOUTH 



1 



Juan Ponce de I^on, by the DcvU led. 

With years weighed down, and crammed with antique IM 

Seeing age blanch hia scanty hair still more. 

The far seas scouTcd to find Health's Fonntainhead. 

By vain dream haunted his Armada sped 
Three years the glaucous wildness to explore. 
Till through the fog of the Bermudan shore 
Loomed Florida whose skies enchantment abed. 

Then the Conquistador his madness blessed. 
And with enfeebled hand bis pennon pressed 
In that brigbt earth which opened for his tomb. 

Old man. most happy thou: thy fortune sooth 
Is deathlike, but thy dream bears beauty's bloom. 
For Fame baa given thee immortal Youth. 



4 
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THX CONQUERORS 

THE TOMB OF THE 
CONQUEROR 

VV HERE the catalpa's arches cast their shade. 
Where the black tulip tree white-petaled blows, 
He finds not in the fatal earth repose; 
Throus^ vanquished Florida he passed unstayed. 

For such as he no paltry tomb be made; 

For shroud, the Western India's conqueror shows 

The Mississippi which above him flows. 

Nor Redskins nor gray bears his rest 



He sleeps where virgin waters carved his couch; 
What matters monument, tiie taper's vouch. 
The psalm, the chapel and tiie offering? 

Since northen winds, amid the cypress' sighs. 
Eternal supplications weep and sing 
O'er tiie Great River where de Soto lies. 
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THE CONQUERORS 

IN THE TIME OF CHARLES 
THE FIFTH EMPEROR 

VV E place him with the famed ones passed awajr. 
For bis adventurous keel the first was seen 
To thread the island Gardens of the Queen, 
Where breeees made of perfumes ever play. 

Far more than years, the surge and biting spray. 
Infuriate storms, and long, long calms between, 
Love of the mermaid and the fright. I ween. 
Blanched hia brown hair and turned his beard to gray. 

Through hira Castile led Triumph o'er the seas, 
For his fleet crowned her that unriraled one 
Whose boundless empire saw no setting sun. 

Prince of all pilots, Bartolomi Ruis, 
Who, on the royal arms, still lustrous told. 
Bears anchor sable witb its chain of gold. 
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THS CONQUBROSi 

THE ANCESTOR 

10 CLAUDitrt roncLiv 

vJLORY has cut its noble fnrrows o'er 
This Cavalier*! stem face, whose dauntless air 
Proclaims he shielded not when the fierce glare 
Of war and torrid sun beat on him sore. 

In every place tiie sacred Cross he bore- 
Sierras, Terra Firma, Islands f air ; 
The Andes scaled; ihtn led his pennon where 
The Gulfs waves whiten the Floridian shore. 



Claudius, bid his kin behold. 
In his bronse mail splendid witii foliage scrolled. 
In life again their moody, proud grandsire; 



His glowering eye stiU searching as of old, 
I In the enamers heaven of lustrous fire. 
For danling glories of Castile of Gold. 



See note |i. 1S3. 
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THB CONQUnORS 

TO A FOUNDER 
0> A CITY 

m 
m — 

\A^EARY wi^ teekiiig Ophir's ihadowy strand 
Thou foundedst, on this gnlf s enchanting ihore 
Which thou the rojral standard raiaedst o*er 
A modem Carthage for the iahled land. 

Thou wonldst not have thy name by men unacanned. 
And thoui^tat to bind it fast f orevermore 
To this tiiy City's mortar mixed with gore ; 
But thy hope. Soldier, rested on the sand. 

For Cartagena sees, all choked her breath, 
Prom her dark palaces, tiiy wall meet deatii 
In ocean's feverous, unrelenting stream; 

And for thy crest alone, O Conqueror bold. 
As proof heraldic of thy splendid dream, 
Asflver dty glows 'neath palm of gold. 
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THE CONQUERORS 

TO THE SAME 

X HEIR Inca, Axtec, Yaquis, let them fiannt; 
Their Andes, f orest, river or their plain — ' 
These men of whom no marks or proofs remain 
Save titled show of Marquis or of Count. 

But thou didst found— boast that my race can vaunt* 

A modem Carthage in the Carib main. 

And Magdalena even to Darien 

Where flows Atrato, saw the Cross high mount 

Upon thine isle, where waves their breakers hurl. 
Despite the centuries' storms and nuui's mad raids, 
j Her forts and convents still their stoutness hold ; 



Hence thy last sons, with trefoil, ache or pearl. 
Crest not their scutcheon, but with palm that shades 
A silver dty with its plume of gold. 



119 



THE CONQUERORS 

TO A DEAD CITY 

Cortagtna ii Indiu 

WITY deject, the Queen whom «eu obeyed I— 

Unlundered now the shark punuei its prey, 

Aod where the pant galleons proudly Uy 

Nought but some wuidering cloud now casts a shade. 

Since Drake's fell heretics' rapadous raid 
Thy lonely walls have mouldered in decay, 
And, like some collar gloomed by pearls of gray. 
Show gaping holes by Pointis' cannon made. 

Between the burning sky and foamy sea. 

Amid the sun's noontide monotony, 

Thou dream'st, O Warrior, of thy conquering men; 



Aod in die languorous evenings wann and calm. 

Cradling thy glory lost. City, then 

Thou sle^'tt to long-drawn rtistlinc of the palm. 
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THE ORIENT AND THE TROPICS 
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ORIENT AND TROPICS 

VISION OF KHEM 

I 

JMLlD-DAY. The air barns; beneath the biasing sky 

The languid river rolls in leaden flight; 

The blinding aenith darts its arrowy light 

And on all Egypt glares Phra's pitiless eye. i 

J 

i 

The sphinxes with undrooping eyelids lie \ 

Lapped in the scorching sand» with tranquil sight, | 

Mysterious, changeless, fixed upon the white | 
Needles of stone npreared so proudly his^ 

Nought stains or specks the heaven serene and clear 

Save tiie £ar vultures in unending sweep; 

The boundless flame lulls man and beast to sleep; 

The parched soil crackles, and Anubis here. 
Amid these joys of heat immobile one, 
VHtii brasen throat in silence bays the sun. 
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ORIENT AND TROPICS 

VISION OF KHEM 
11 

X HE moon on Nilus shed* reipleodent liBht; 
And see, the old death-city stirs unain. 
Where kines their hieratic poK muntain 
In bandelettc and funeral coating dight. 

Unnumbered as in days of Ranuct' might 
The hosts, all noiseless forming mystic train, 
<A multitude granitic dreams enchain) 
With stately, ordered ranks, march in the night 

They leave the hieroglyphic walls' array 
Behind the Bari, which the priests convey. 
Of Ammon-Ra, the gun's almighty head; 

And sphinxes, and the rams wiA disk of red. 
Uprise at once in wild amace as they 
Break with a start from their eternal bed. 
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ORIENT AND TROPICS 

VISION OF KHEM 

III 

XIlND the crowd grows, increasing more and more: 
The dead come forth from hypogeum's night. 
And from cartouche the sacred hawks in flight 
Mid the great host in freedom proudly soar. 

Beasts, peoples, kings, they go. Fierce foreheads o'er, 

The gold urKus curls with sparkling ligllt. 

But thick bitumen seals their thin lips tight. 

At head, the Gods: Hor, Knoum, Ptah, Neith, Hathor; 

Next, those whom Ibis-headed Thoth controls. 
In shenti robed and crowned with pshent all decked 
With lotus blue. The pomp triumphant rolls 

Amid the dreadful gloom of temples wrecked. 
While the cold pavements wrapped in moonlit air 
Show giant shadows strangely lengthened there. 
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OSIBNT AND TROPICS 

THE PRISONER 

TO oii6i(s 

JVLUEZZINS' calls have ceased. The greenish sky 
Is fringed with gold and purple in the West; 
The crocodile now seeks the mud for rest» 
And hushed to stillness is the Flood's last cry. 

On crossed legs, smoker-wise, with dreamy eye. 
The Chief sits mute, by haschisch fumes oppressed. 
While on the gangia's rowing bench with seat 
Their bending oars two naked negroes ply. 

Jocund and jeering, in the stem-sheets where 
He scrapes harsh gusla to a savage air, 
An Amaut lolls with brutal look and vile; 



For fettered to the boat and bleeding thence. 
An old sheik views with grave and stupid sense 
The minarets that tremble in the Nile. 
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ORIENT AMD TROPICS 

THE SAMURAI 

Thii aai <t man with two nrordt 

OHE wakes the biwa's softest melo^es, 

As thTough the latticed bftmboo she espies 

The conquering one for whom her love-dream sighi 

Advance amid the seashore's fulgencies. 

'Ti5he,with swords' and fan's rich braveries. 
His taseeled girdle steeped in scarlet dyes 
Cuts hJB dark mail, and on his shoulders rise 
Hixen's or Togukawa's blaxonries. 

This handsome warrior in his dress of plate. 

Of brilliant lacquers, bronze and ailk, would mate 

Some black crustacean, gigantesque, vermeiL 

He sees her;— and he smiles behind his mask. 
While his more rapid pace makes brighter still 
The two gold boms that tremble on his casque. 



ORIENT AND TROPICS 

THE DAIMIO 

Morning of baitlo 

i^TUNG by the war-whip, that four pompons has. 
The martial, neighing stallion prances high. 
And with the clank of sabre rattlings fly 
From metal-plated skirt and bronse cuirass. 

The Chief, in lacquer dressed, crepon and brass. 
Frees his smooth face from bearded mask, to eye 
Nippon^s dawn smiling in the roseate sky 
Upon the far volcano's snow-crowned mass. 

But in the gold-hued east the star's bright ray. 
Lighting in glory this disastrous day. 
He sees above the sea resplendent glow; 

To shield his eyes that would no terror shun. 
His iron fan he opens with a blow. 
Where bums its satin with a crimson sun. 



See note p. 187. 
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OSIBNT AND TROPICS 

FLOWERS OF FIRE 

XN ages pMt, since Chaos* migfatj tiiroetp 
This crater's pit its flaming brood nnchalned, 
Till grandly lone its fiery plume attained 
A loftier height than Chimboraso knows. 

Yet Silence here with ma£Bed footstep goes. 
The bird now slakes his thirst where dnders rained, 
Whfle earth's congealed blood, lava, has constrained 
The son to deep, inviolate repose. 

Yet^— act supreme of fire in time of old/* 
Within the crater'a month forever cold, 
M.kin,th.co-nun«t.d«H:l.fgIaw. , 

\ 

I 

Like peal of thnnder in the silence rolled, I 

Standing in pollen dust of powdered gold. 
The flame-bom cactus opes its g o rgeo us blow. 
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OSIBMT AND TROPICS 

THE CENTURY FLOWER 

^N topmost point of calcined rocky steeps. 
Where tiie volcanic flux dried np of yore» 
The seed which winds from Huallmtiri bore 
Sprout, and the holding plant in frailness creeps. 

It grows. Its roots dip down to darkness' deeps* 
And light gives nourishment from out its store. 
Till a centmy's suns have ripened more and more 
The huge bud whose bent stalk it proudly keeps. 

At last, in air that bums it as of old. 
With giant pistil raised, it bursts, when lo f 
The stamen darts afar the pollen's gold; 

And the grand aloe^ with its scarlet blow. 
That vainly dreamed of Hymen's love-lit way 
One hundred years, now blooms but for a day. 



See note p. 187. 
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OKIEHT AND TSOPICS 

THE CORAL REEF 

X HE sun benuth the wave, like itimnge dawn ihown, 
lUnmeithe unbounded coral foreit treea, 
Wbere mix in tepid basins of the aeaa 
The living plants with creaturea flowcr-likc blown. 

And those that salt's or iodine's tints liave known — 
Hoss, a^B, urchins and anemones^ 
Cover, with purple, nimptoous traceries. 
The madrepore's vermiculated stone. 

A monstrous fish, iriiose iridescence dims 
Snamel's sheen, across the branches swims. 
In ludd shade be indolently prcTs; 

And, sudden, from his fin of flaming hue 

A shiver, throngb the immoUle, crTstal-blne, 

Of emerald, gold and nacre swiftly plays. 
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NATURE AND DREAM 
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NATURE AND DREAM 

THE ANTIQUE MEDAL 

^nl/TNA still ripet the colon of the ▼ine» 
That wirmed with iti antique Erigone 
Theocritus' glad heart; but now not he, 
Of those his verse embalmed, could find one sign* 

Losing Hit pure from her profile dsvinct 
Arethusa, who by turns was bond and free, 
Mixed in her Grecian blood whate'er could be 
Of Saracen rage with pride of Anjou's line. 



Time flies. All die. Even marble feels death's dews. 
Agrigentum's but a shade, while Syracuse 
Sleeps under shroud of her indulgent sky; 

And but hard metal fashioning love displajred 
In silver medals keeps in bloom ^e hi|^ 
Immortal beauty of Sicilian maid. 
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NATURE AND DSBAM 

THE FUNERAL 

W HEN ancient warriors Hades made its own. 
Their sacred image Greece was wont to bear 
To Phocis' lustrous fanes as 'Pytho there, 
Rock-bound and lightning-girdled, ruled alone. 

Whereat their Shades, when night in glory shone 
On desert gulfs and isles all brightly fair, 
Heard, from the headlands' height in radiant air, 
Famed Salamis above their tombs intone. 

But I, when old, in lengthening grief shall die. 

And then nailed down in narrow coffin lie, 

The earth's and tapers' cost, with priest's fee, paid; 

And yet, in many a dream my soul aspires 
To sink into the sun, even as the sires. 
Still young and wept by hero and by maid. 



See note p. 189. 
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NATUKB AMD DSBAM 

THE VINTAGE 

X HE wearied vintagers their talks resign 
With Toices ringing in eve's tremulous air. 
And as the women toward the wine-press fare. 
They sing mid raillery and gesturing sign. 

All white with flying swans the skies now shine. 
As Nazos saw, withfune like censers bear. 
When at the orgies sat the Cretan where 
The Tamer reveled in the gladdening wine. 



Bm Dionysus, with his thyrsus bright. 
Who beasts and Gods made subject to his might, 
tiie wreathed yoke on panther nevermore; 



Yet Autumn, daughter of the Sun, stiU twines 

In dark and golden tresses, as of yore. 

The sanguine leaves and branches of tiie vines. 
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NATURE AND ORBAM 

SIESTA 

JN O sound of insect or maranding bee; 
All sleep in woods that droop beneath tiie sun, 
Whose light, through foliage strained, its way has won 
To emerald moss with bosom velvety. 

Piercing the dusky dome bright Noon roams free, 
And o'er my lashes half with sleep f oredone 
Bids mjrriad glints and gleamings furtive run, 
That lace the shade with vermeil tracery. 

Toward fiery gauze the rays inweave now hies 

The fragile swarm of gorgeous butterflies. 

Mad with sap's perfume and the luminous beams; 

And tremulous fingers on each thread I set. 
As in gold meshes of this tenuous net, 
Hunter of harmonies, I prison my dreams. 
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THE SEA OF BRITTANY I 
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MATUBX AND DBXAM 

A PAINTER 

JtlBknowi the andent, pensive rmce of dry 
And flinty Breton soil— unvaried plain 
Of rose and gray, where yew and ivy reign 
O'er crumhling manors which beneath them lie. 

From wind-swept slopes of writhing beech his eye 
Has joyed to see mid automn's boisterous train 
The red son sink beneath the foamy main. 
His lips all salt with spray from reefs dashed hi|^ 

He paints the ocean, splendoroos, vast and sad. 
With cloud in amethystine beauty dad, 
In frothy emerald and calm sapphire; 

He fixes fast die tilings which else would fly» 
And on his narrow canvas makes respire. 
In the sand's mirror, the ocddental sky. 
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NATUBB AND DBBAM 

BRITTANY 

X HAT joyous blood tliy fretful mood may quell, 
Thy lungs should deeply drink the Atlantic air 
Perfumed with wrack the sea delights to bear. 
Arvor has capes the surge besprinkles well, 

And furze and heather all their glories telL 
The demons', dwarfs' and clans' own land so fair. 
Friend, on the mountain's granite guard with care- 
Immobile man near thing immutable. 

Come. Everywhere on moors about Arte 

Mounts toward heaven— cypress no hand can slay— 

The menhir's column raised above the Brave; 

And Ocean, that beds with algK's golden store^ 

Voluptuous Is and mighty Ocdsmor, 

Vnil soothe atxy sadness with his cradling wave. 



Sec note p. 189. 
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MATUBB AMD DKXAM « 

I 



A FLOWERY SEA ( 

1 

V^'ER pied plateau the wave-swept harvest flows. 
Rolls, undulates and breaks, with wind rocked hi|^ 
While yon dark harrow, profiled on the sky, 
Seems like some vessel in the tempest's throes. 

\^th bhie, cerulean, violet or rose. 
Or fleecy white from sheep the ebb makes fly. 
The sea, far as die West's empurpling dye. 
Like boundless meadow verdurously glows. 



The gulls, that watch the tide with eager care. 
On whirling wing with screams of joy fly vdiere 
The ripened grain in golden billow lies; 

WLile from the land a breese of sweets possessed 
Disperses o'er tht ocean's flowery breast 
In wingM rapture swarms of butterflies. 



See note p, 190. 
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NATUBX AND DSBAM 

SUNSET 

X HE blonomed force — gem of the sranite** crett — 
Gilds aU die height die son's last glories fill. 
And far below, with foamrefolgent still, 
Unboonded spreads great ocean's heaving breast. 

Silence and Night are at my feet. The nest 
Is hoshed; the smoking thatch folds man from ill; 
And hot the Angelos, with melodioos thrill. 
Lifts its cahn voice amid the sea's onr est 

Then, as from bottom of abyss, there rise 
From trails, ravines and moors the distant cries 
Of tardy herdsmen who their kine reclaim. 

In deepening shade die whole horison lies. 
And the dying son npon the rich, sad skies 
Shots the gold branches of his fan of flame. 
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NATURK AND DRSAM 



STAR OF THE SEA 

W ITH linen coifs, arms crossed on breast, and dight 
In thin percale, or in wool's coarse array. 
The kneeling women on die quay survey 
The Isle of Bats which looms all foamy white. 

Their fathers, husbands, lovers, sons, unite 
Widi Paimpol's, Audieme's, and Cancale's, away 
For the far North to saiL Howmanymay, 
Of these bold fishers, see no more home's light! 

Above the noise of ocean and of shore 
The plaintive chant ascends as they implore 
The Holy Star— sailor's last hope in ill; 

While the Angelns, each face in prayerful wise. 

From RoscoflTs towers to those of Sjrbiril, 

In the pale, roseate heavens, floats, throbs, and dies. 
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NATURE AND DRSAM 

■ 

THE BATH 

X HE man and beast, like antique monster, free. 
Reinless and nnde, the sea have entered in 
Mid the gold mist of pungent pulverin— 
Athletic group on sky's rehilgency. 

The savage horse, and tamer rade as he. 

Breathe the brine's fragrance deep dieir lungs within. 

As mad with joy they feel upon their skin 

The Atlantic's billows beating idly. 

The surge swells, runs, wall-like is piled. 

Then breaks. They cry. His tail the stallion plies 

Until the wave in jets transplendent flies; 

And with disheveled locks and aspect wild 
Their smoking, heaving breasts they well oppose 
Agunst the foam-crowned breakers' lashing blows. 
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NATUSK AMD DRXAX 

CELESTIAL BLAZON 

l.*VSseen i^on die anre of the West 
The clouds all tilTery, piirple,.copper7» make 
Great fonnt before the daasled vision take 
The shape of blason splendently impressed. 

An heraldic beast* for bearers or for crestt 
Alerion, leopard» uiicom or snake^ 
Huge captive ones whose chains a gust might break* 
Uprears its figure and outswells its breast 

In those strange combats in the vast of space 
Of evil seraphs with the archangel race 
A heavenly Baron must have won this shield- 
Michael or George, perchance ; *tis biased, I ween. 
Like tiieirs who made Constantinople yield: 
The son, a gold besant, on sea of green. 
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NATURE AND DRSAM 

ARMOR 

C OR guide to Rac a shepherd at Trogor, 
Haired like E^^iage of old, took me in care; 
And then we trod, breathing its spicy air» 
The Cymric land with golden broom grown o'er. 

The West grew red, and still we walked yet mortf 
Till to my face die brine its breath did bear; 
When cried the man, stretching his long arm where 
The landscape lay beyond: Sell euz armor! 

And o'er the heather's rose the ocean was seen. 
Which, splendent, monstrous, waters with the green 
Salt of its waves die cape's granidc breast; 



And dien my heart, before the horixon's void. 
As evening's vasty shade drew toward the West, 
The raptDre*diriIl of space and winds enjoyed. 



See note p, 190. 
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NATURE AND OKBAH 



A RISING SEA 



X HE son a beacon seeow with fixed, white light 
Prom Rac far ai Penmarch the coast's in fume. 
And only wind-blown gulls widi mffled plume 
Throtigh the mad tempest whirl in aimless flight. 



Widi ceaseless roll and fierce, iiiq>etnotis mi|^t 
The glaucous waves, beneadi their mane of spume 
Disperdng clouds of mist to thunderous boom. 
The distant, streaming reefs with plumes bedighL 

And so die billows of my thought have course— 
Spent hopes and dreams, regrets for wasted force. 
With nothing left but memory mocking me* 

Ocean has spoken in fraternal strain, 
Por that same clamor which in^)els die sea 
Mounts to the Gods from man, eternal, vain. 






Sec note p. 190. 
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NATURE AND DREAM 



A SEA BREEZE 



1 



X HEwinter has deflowered garden and heath; 
Nought livcB; and on the rock'a unchanging gtay. 
Where the Atlantic's endless billows play, 
The last pistil to petal clings in death. 

Yet, what rare scents this sea breeze fumiaheth 
I know not — grateful, warm cESuvia tbejr 
That bid 1117 heart to mad delight give way ; 
Whence comes this strangely odoriferous breath? 

Ah, now I knowl— 'tis from the far-oS West, 
Where the Antilles awoon in languorous rest 
Beneath the torrid occidental heat; 



And from this reef, by Cymric billows rolled, 
IVe breathed, in winds my natal air made aweel, 
America's dear flowers I loved of old. 



weel, J 
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NATURE AND DRSAM 

THE SHELL 

X N what cold seas, under what winters' reign, 
—'Who knowa, or can know, nacreous, fragile Shell 1— 
Hast thou mid current, wave and tidal swell. 
In shallows and al^ysses restless lain? 

To-day, beneath the sky, far from die main. 
Thou hast in golden sands thy bed made well; 
But vain thy hope, for still within thy cell 
Despairing sounds great ocean's mournful strain. 

My soul a prison all sonorous lies. 

Where, as of old, complaining tears and sighs 

V^th sad refrain make clamor as in thee; 

So L'om the heart-depths She alone can fill. 
Dull, slow, unfeeling, yet eternal stiU, 
The far, tumultuous munnur moans in me. 
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MATURE AND DRSAU 



THE BED 



Whether with serge becunained or brocade, 
Sad as a tomb or joyous aa a nest, 
Tis there we mate, are born, lie peace-possessed. 
Child, ipouae, old man, old woman, wife or maid. 

In glad or sad, with holy water sprayed 
Under black crucifix or branch that's blest, 
All there begins, all there meets final rest. 
From life's first light to death's eternal shade. 

Rude, humble and closed, or proud with canopy 
Whose gorgeous colors blaze triumpbantlj, 
Of cypress's, or oak's, or maple's mould. 

Blest he who sleeps, his cares all laid aside. 

In that paternal, massive bed of old. 

Where all his own were bom and aU have died. 
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MATOBB AND DSBAH 

THE EAGLE'S DEATH 

£%BOYE the sempiternal snow aspires 
The vast-winged eai^e still to loftier air, 
That nearer to the sun, in blue more fair, 
He may refresh his sight's nndamited ires. 

He rises. Sparks in torrents he inspires. 
Still up, in proud, cahn flight, he glories where 
The tempest draws feU lightnings to its lair; 
Whereat his wings are emit by their fierce fires. 

With scream, and in the storm-cloud whirling, he. 
Sublimely tasting the flame's withering kiss. 
Deep plunges to the fulgurant absrss. 

Blest he who, thrilled by Fame or Liberty, 

In strength's full pride and dream's enrapturing bliss 

Dies such heroic, dassling death as diis. 
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NATURE AND DRBAU 

MORE BEYOND 

JVL AN fau o'ercome the lion's burning eodc. 
As that of venoms and of reptiles' bale. 
And vexed the ocean where the nautili tail 
The track which galleons blaaoned as their own. 

But farther than Spitzbergen'a breast ol stone, 
Than whirlpools dire, or snowa that never fail. 
The warm, free polar waves the isles assail 
Where flag of mariner has never flown. 



DepartI The insuperable ice 111 dare. 

For my stout spirit would no longer bear 

The fame that wreathes the Conquerors of Gold. 

I go, to mount the utmost promontory. 

And feel the sea, that silences enfold, 

Caress my pride with whispered hope of glory. 
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MATUSR AND DSSAM 

THE LIFE OF THE DEAD 

TO TMM won AUCAMD tXLVBSTU 

W HEN over ut ^e cross its shadow throws, 
Our f rmmes enshrouded in ^e mould of night. 
Thou wilt reflower in the lily white. 
And irom my flesh he horn ^e ensanguined rose. 

And Dea^ divine thy verse in music knows. 

With silence and oblivion to his flight, 

WiU bear us, cradled in serene delight. 

Through charmM wajrs that strange new stars disclose. 

And mounting to ^e Sun our spirits twain. 
Absorbed and melted in his depths, wiU gain 
The tranquil raptures of unceasing fire ; 

While friend and poet, by Fame's pure chrism blest, 

WiU find eternity of life where rest 

The immortal Shades made kindred by the Lyre. 



155 



NATURE AND DREAM 

TO THE TRAGEDIAN 
E. ROSSI 

I'VE seen thee, Rossi, robed in bUck, give fair 
Ophelia's tender hcsrt thy rending blow, 
And, tiger mad with love and phrenzied woe. 
Read in the handkerchief thy soul's despair. 

Macbeth and Lear I've seen, and wept whene'er 
1 saw thee, who lov'st old Italia so. 
Kiss Juliet in her nuptial tomb laid low; 
Yet once beyond all these I found thee dare. 

For mine the horror and the joy sublime 
Of then first listening to the triple rhyme 
Sound in thy golden voice its iron cwell; 



And, lit by flames of the infernal shore, 

I saw — and shuddered to my being's core— 

The living Dante chant his song of HelL 
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NATURE AND DSSAM 

MICHELANGELO 

xdL AUNTED he was by torments trmgical. 
When in the Sistine where no f ^e he knew, 
Lonely, his Sibyls and his Prophets grew. 
And his Last Judgment on the sombrous walL 

He heard the tear-drops unremitting £ally-» 
Titan whose wish to highest summits flew^- 
Where Country, Glory, Love, their failures rue; 
And deemed that dreams are false, that death wins alL 



And so, these Giants, bloodless, weary grown. 
These Slaves bound ever to the unyielding stone, 
How strangely twisted at his sovran wiU ; 

While in the icy-hearted marbles where 

His great soul seethes, how runs with vibrant ^riU 

The passion of a God imprisoned there. 
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NATUKE AND DKEAH 



ON A BROKEN MARBLE 



X WAS pious, O mOEB, to close those eyes of thine; 
For from this misted wood has 8ed and gone 
The Virgin who the milk and wine poured on 
The earth to that fair name which marked the line. 

Viburnum, hops and ivy this divine 

Ruin enfold — unknowing if 'twas Faun, 

Pan, Hermes or Silvanus;— and upon 

Its scarred, maimed front their verdurous tendrils twine. 

Seel The slant ray, car easful as of old. 
In its fiat face has set two orbs of gold ; 
As though from lip the vines with laughter run; 

And, tuagic spell, the breeie around it blown. 
The leaves, the wavering shadows, and the sun. 
Have made a living God of this wrecked stone. 



HEREDIA DEAD 

October 3, igos 

Vainly you'll call importunate and long 
On him to add fresh jewels to his store, 
For muse-beloved he dwells forevermore 
With all the crowned ones of his lofty song; 

And in the midst of that imperial throng, 
Now newly splendored by his sonnet-lore. 
Fame gently seats him, and delights to score 
Her beadroll with his name in letters strong: 

For though he felt not passion's noblest ire 
That bears the uttered thought on wings of fire. 
Nor made his numbers all the vastness sweep. 

Yet he was Arfs and drank of her desire, 
Until Imagination, true and deep. 
Burst into beauty on his flawless lyre. 



See note p. 192. 



NOTB8 



KEMEA (page 9). 

The tUjring of the Nencan Lion by Herenles U told by > 

Tbeocritss in wonderfully graphic fashion in hit twenty- 
fifth IdyL In Jamea Henry Ballard's translation of the 
Idyls into English will be found a rendering of this Idyl 
in the hexameters of the originaL Andrew Lang has ren- 
dered the Idyls into English prose. 

CENTAURS AND LAPITHJE (page 13). 

The combat compacted into this sonnet is related in 
Book XII of Ovid*s Metamorphoses and has been rendered 
into English blank verse by Henry King. 

THE AWAKENING OP A GOD (page 30). 

Hystericus Spouse by vkom the myrrh's bedewed, 

Adonis **was said to have been bom from a myrrh-tree, 
the bark of which bursting, after a ten months' gesta- 
tion, allowed the lovely infant to come forth. According 
to some, a boar rent the bark with his tusk and so opened 
a passage for the babe."— Fraser's "Golden Botsgh," 
p. 281. 

Of the annual celebration by the Syrians and other 
peoples of the death and re s urrect i on of Adonis, see 
Fraser's book as above, pp. 276-296. 

THE MAGICIAN (page 31). 

The late Dr. Jacob Cooper, of Rutgers College, New 
Jersey, pointed out to me (using now his words) the 
following: 

**In an unknown Greek author, believed to be Adian, 
and quoted in defining a word by Susdas in his Greek 
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IIOTM 

Ltxlam<— ;Ib Greek— we keiFt u eeeomit of a yoanf 
wonea who wet betrotlied. under the moet edlemn eir- 
itmneliiwfeib fai tte p r teenee ead bgr fbt emb or ity of tte 
0iviaftr of tte QMri. (Betrotbeb were a pert of te 
0voee of tteee njeteriooe Dhriniticef se i§ ehown hf e 
wdl-lnowB eaee, irit^ of Ofynipiei ead Philip, tiM poNttta 
of Aleiender tte Greet) Thie demieU after tte eoleaa 
betrothal, wet dceerted by ber aSanced bmfaaad. She, 
tbea. aa I ovott ffon Snidat't L eKJ c on, traneiatiny iSbm 



* Bea e e c bci tbe Cabiri to aventa ber, and f(dlow up 
(i e^ to porme to dea tfucU on) Hnt perlnrer. TWa bt wof 
donbtedly tiM ]o?e4oni demetl wbo It tbe * *Magirienne' ' 
ol joor Frendi.poet* 

"Tbe Eawiolpidai were a priestly funlly, deririnf tiidr 
origin froB a Pdaigiaa Tbradaa nasKd Ettfliolpas«-*»tte 
one widi a good voiee or aK to dy. Tbey were dodMl taitb 
tang* pttf^ fobea wbidi tbey eboolc againat tte tfareiboid 
OT iBoee oiey cuii e u « lats waa a w^iuncam avuuii ani a iig 
aM aaeieBt paopica— »vMt Nabeinieb, Cbap. V» ▼. U— and 
ia ao aaoag orientaie to tUa day.** 



MARSYilS Om« 3S). 

Thy mtUi fmts f bat rtphtred kMrd f by ttrtims 
Bmmi not Iby itaM, Ibaa fa taMf tfacrvMf/ 
7»!y banai era abatftrr ad^ antf Hy Hh^i-dmN faatf 
7b# iaatf tkePkrygim Ma»ni p^mrs $amm4 Iba ^lemi. 

Tbat ie, not oidy did llarsyaa not bave bli ftmeral pyva 
nude of tbe wood fnmiibed by tbe pines tbat aaw bli 
birtb, and widar wbbee branebea be bad teled, bat bia 
VM^ wae eo tnilfid aa ta fraalfalt aa^ atteaqpt at 
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tare of it. Nothing tcemi to Iuitc been more abhorrent to 
the Greek mind than the thooght of the non-barial, withoat 
ap|>ropriate ritet, of the human body or of its aahet. And 
thte tbonght was to predominant aa to impel the Greeks 
to inter even the bodies of their enemies slain in battle. 
Jebbs says, in the Introdnction to his translation of tiie 
Antigone of Sophocles, that "The Spartan Lysander om i tted 
to bnry the Athenia n s who fell at .£goepotami; and that 
omission was remembered centuries later, as an indelible 
stigma npon his name.** 

And so it was, that the Athenian Generals who had so 
dedsirely defeated the Spartans in the great naval battle 
of the Arginnsc were treated with ignominy by their 
own conntrymen becansc of their not having taken eactraor- 
dinary pains to r ec o v er the bodies of their slain for tiie 
p u rp os e of interment. The notion seems to have been, 
that in the absenc e of appropriate burial, the shade of the 
dead one could not enter Hades, but was forced to wan- 
der disconsolately about the earth. But it was not, per- 
haps, so much for the case of the wandering shade that 
the kinsfolk were moved to take due care of the dead 
body; for unless the shade were safely housed in Hades, 
it was in a position in its lonely wanderings to do harm, 
and would be inclined to do such harm, to those who had 
neglected to see that it was properly cared for. 



REGILLA (page 53). 

In ths Blest Islet with him who rules amstere 



For an original and interesting treatment of an antique 
theme, see Edmund Gosse's beautiful and melodious poem, 
"The Island of the Blest," in his volume entitled 
"Firdansi in Escfle and Other Poems." Homer, in the 
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MOTBS 

fiwiitl i book of Tbo ^Qfw&Kfp puts KManmtfnis in uw 
fif jPtfiM Fisids, The ptanfi k tiras fcndnwd bf WWim 
Morilts 

*'Ba^ ZraO'ClMfidwd Ifftnt toMb to ttMo It dMU sMt* oent 
Za tte horao4EiBd load of Arioo to meet tkj dteth eni 



Bet wito tfM Mde Etfriee ead tte wide vedA'e 



Where dwdls tewnj Rhedimentfwt, the I>tethieei thee 
eheUMad. 

Wheiiiaire dht eoftoft Ule^eye thel flMs a^r fvpf tiiilM 
He enev end bo IQ weethcr, nor eiqr drift of eele; 
Bet Oeeea ever welteth the wind of the ihilllr well; 
Ob mtnf'ftiif ever fafe^dnjb to five tibtoi "^1^ vmI lerts 
Pofiuof thott heet wedded Helea. ead God's omi ett eeid 
to be.** 

Plader, oa tte other head, ia Ut teeood OljBipiea <Nk 
poli Hhidiaiinthiii ia the Idmmig wf^h§ Mef. The M^ 
Miwius !• lae pemee ■• leaiieiee m pnMe vom wf 
Braeft Myers: 

"Thea w h ose e r er heve beea of good eoerege to Um 
ihiOaff snedissl thriee ea eitiber side of dse^ ead heve 
leimined their sools freai eU iaiqiBl*T, tiavcl dM teed of 
Xeas oato tte tower of Xreaee: ttees teaad the 
ef the blest tte Oeeea-brseies blew, ead foldea 
ere ilowiag; eooM froai tiM lead ea tress of spisadoor, 
sad soow mMB weter fc edsth » with wieeths whersof ttejr 

m mtm lti m Arff h a wita * Mk Of d o rS t h RbedsSMI^WS* IVSft dS" 

ctesb whom et his owa ri^t head both ever the iither 
Ki e aee, heOead of Rhss, theeaed ebove sffl worlds.** 
Bmieif^lii Wetfctf ead Oepi^tMfeiiief ifab Mht «f 
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NOTES 

« '. 

the Bleat in the foUowiaff btratifal pMtagc which It here 
given in the translation of the Rev. J. Banks: 

"Bat when earth had c o ve r ed thb raee also, again Jove* 
son of Cronas, wnm^t yet another, a fourth, on the 
many-fioarishinf gronnd, more jnst and more worthy, a 
Godlike race of hero-oMn, who are called by the former 
age dead-gods over tlie hoondlets eartiL And these, 
baaefal war, as well as the dire battlenlin, destroyed, a 
part fighting before seven-gated Th^es, in the Csdwesn 
land, for tlie flocks of (Edipvs, and part also in ships he> 
yond the vast depths of the sea, when it had led them 
to Tr^ for fair-haired Helen's sake. There indeed the 
end of death enshrouded them; hat to tiiem Jove» the son 
of Cronas, their sire, hsTing given life and se ttlements 
apart from men, made them to dwell at the confines of 
earth, apart from the immortala. Among thsae Cronos 
rules. And they indeed dwell with careless spirit in the 
Isles of the Blest, beside deep-eddying Ocean; htost 
heroea, for whom thrice in a year doth the fertifc apil 
bear Uoonung fruits as sweet as hooey.** 

As to whether the ancient Greeks conceived the Elysiaa 
Fields and the Islands (or Island) of the Blest as being 
and tlie aame region under 






f 

^ aeparate and distinct regions, or conceived the 

Fields as being m the Blest Isks, and so a part of 

is perhaps not easy to make oat with any dsgres of 

certainty. 

; THE CHARIOTEER (page S5). 

^ This Libyan bold dwar to tkg Bmporor's soml. 

^ The word in the original here translated Bm^oror is 

Autoeroior. Under the Eastern Entire, as Bury pofaiti 
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^M ill lift ''Hifloffr of the Lttiv Rofliftn ^mfirt, 
cntftr fot to be «Md as aa oOdil tilie of the 



TIm MBOod ttTMt of this tOBMt ia at iottova in Iha 
MigiMl^ 

*Bv tit' Taa vowv i* i ^bB v on mofla pvict aiifluo 
A ealla apolliteae oft luit'on ebar de fca, 

-» mM Victoira iFolcr poor faJouMio PofpofFfa* 

A atraaffer, wto ia prcaeat at the fttM^ Mid irtw 
ia evidanflT Hadditf infonaatioB at to tbc ottca, ete./of 
tlia comen an ta, msa acroaa aa adhereat of the Blue iM- 
^aa of Hm dfcoa, trtio ia wflHac to gratify bin, aad wIm 
iHHoupoB poms ovc «o 008 a grcai caaiiotear or laai 
fKlieB ia tbe piafaoa of tiM aoa of Caldiai, wIm ia aa 
HwMjriotta XiiliQraa aira a Cavonte oM we Enpei^br. Wafla 
BO ia taiitiig tta face D aE»aa > iMt iw atill airtoa fwunag 
c oBiiawt a, aad at ita dote eatiiaaiaarically jotoa ia fbe 
oedaiai lo the viator. Tbaa ia Hm laagoaga of 
catfiad awaj hf tiia axahatioB of tie 

of m poaL ho taolainwto tiM 



iUaatef Aat if aiortal eye caa anSee for tlie hlaae bl ao 
mndk glorp ha mttf tea te foddeat Vietonr & hor oar of 
vra agaiB cvowaiair Porpiiyfy tht aoa of CaM9aa***aa 
iho d oa h flti a had done more thaa onee before. The aaaw 

ov jnwiiiiaat wao wos soc oaiy ^ panoB oi no luaca^ one 
naa a freqoeat afteadaat oa the guiM* of tlM ilrftil. 
ladeod, aa we laara frooi Gibboi^ the faetioaa of tiM cir- 
caa aevcr before had raged at they did dariag bia reiga. 



S 
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NOTBt 

FOR VIRGIL'S SHIP (page 59). 

Thus Horace (excerpt from Ode III, Book I): 

Sic te din potent Cypri, 
Sic Irmtrct HdtBs, lodda tidcrm, 
I VenkonuBoae regat poter, 

I Obetrictit aliis prster Uprga, 

^ ' Navii, <|iue tibi credhnin 

[ Debet Virfiliitai* finibnt Attidt 

Reddat incoltuiieiii, preoor, 
£t tervet anims disaidina 



Thit b beaotifally rendered by Lord Lytton at foUowt; 

So may the goddeat who mtet over Cypn», 
So nay the brothert of Helen, bright atara. 

So may the Father of Wmda, while he fettcn 
AH, tave lapyx, the Breese of the Weat, 

Speed thee, O Ship, at I pray, thee to render 
Virgil, a debt doly lent to thy charge. 

Whole and intact on the Attican bordcra. 
Faithfully guarding the half of my touL 

Sargent renders the paatage at foUowt: 

So may thy oourae the queen of Cyprut guide* 

So Helena't twin brethren light thy tailt, 
And .£olut rcatrain all windt betide 

The North-west sweeping in propitiout galea; 
That thou, O Ship, I eamettly implore, 

Maytt guard the prccioua freightage in thy care 
And through the billowt to the Attic thore, 

Virgil, my lonl't own half, in aafety bear! 
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Sa 8^«a'i brcthien, lurir liihu. 
So VM< thy cfflir*c tbe Lord -ot wi 
Aad dl, «*• Zobyr, fMllr Mad: 



TO SBXTXUB (ptitt 61). 



hw 


i> for this lonnct. tea 


1 tbui: "TrBhuolqne ticcu 




bine crinsi"— liwrmllT 


And the machiDEi lot ea- 




i1 dnw th( dry k«1[ [o 


boitil. Thai ii. the TCueli, 


»h 


ch. d«.iB( th« «in».. 


»Te been hiuled Dpoii Uw 


«ho 


F for lifety, are. now 
the wticr. 


Ihll spriag hu com*, driwn 



COD OP THE GARDENS— V (page fiS). 

/h (Ar foTf-ceirt ilit kv anciticu (ran 

Tk« ckifdrM rewnd wi] nfci thfir JniJI* piaet. 

The God. ifier Umeclini hii ud auu and tkc fact 
ihit h< ii not trutcd with the Mme eoiuidention w Aa 
HouHbold Cod*. TCMurei la luageil, thai if he tad Ui 
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NOTBt 

d ei c f t i be woold be placed In the veetibuk neer tiM 
aacctcort, where, u he grew old, the yoothi would derote 
their baUs to him on their ■■wraiprion st pabertf of the 



.» . • ; . 



Tho ireftftolom of the Ronia hooae was, at ia abowa 
in Beeher^a GaUns, iiacntiilly a fbre-eonrt, and no part 
of the boose proper. It was ornamented in Tarious wajra. • 
It Is related by Suetonras that in the vestibule of Nero'a 
great boose tliere was a colossal image of himsell 

The Romans presenrcd the features of their ancestors 
in masks of wmx, which they bung on the walls as we do 
family poitraita. The wax was sometimes colored and tiM 
esres reprcstute d by glass. We read that under the masl^ 
in the old patrician fauiillrs, were inscriptions indicating 
the name, the dignities and the great deeds of the do- 
ceased; and these portrait masks were connected in such 
a way as to indicate the genealogy of the family. This is 
illustrated as follows in the opening lines of Juvenal's 
eighth Satire. The translation is that of Giiford: 

"Your ancient house!" no more. — I cannot *ee 
The wondrous merits of a pedigree: * 

No, Ponticns; — nor of a proud display 
Of smoky ancestors, in wax or clay; 
fmilittft, mounted on bis car sublime, 
Curius. half wasted by the teeth of time, 
Conrinus, dwindled to a shapdess bust. 
And high-born Galba, crumbling into dust 

What boots it, on the lineal tree to trace 
Through many a branch, the founders of our race. 
Time-honored chiefs; if, in their sight, we give 
A loose to vice, and like low villains live? 
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MORS 

.Si^» what avaOt It, ll»t, on aitlMr hand. 
Tilt ttem Nnmantii, aa iUnttrioBa band* 
Frown frmn the waUa, if tiidr dcgaBcrate faca 
^aata tht kog nigkt at diet, befara thdr face? 



Fond manl thongb all the heroca of yoor Una 
Bcdedc yonr haQs, and rooad your saUcriet ahina 
In pfond display; yet take tliia truth Iron ma» 
Virtue alone it true nobility. 
Set Coima, Druana, Paubu, tben, in Tiew. 
Tbe brii^t eacaaple of their lives punue; 
Let theae precede the statues of your race. 
And these, when Consul, of your rods take plaee. 



) 



l^PIDARIUM (page 70). 

And th# ptU dtmgkUrs a/ Anjauiis Mf 

Ausonia was a nuna given by some of tiM poets to 
ancient Iti^. See the sevcntii JEncid. 



TRANQUILLU8 (ptge tl). 

And hir§ writh p^ktitd stylus A# has $M, 
Seratehsd m ths nn^iiying wom, sf kim mka irisd 
In Capri att ihafs foul mksn ks was aid. 

It is scarecly eredibla thet Tiberius could have led the 
Hit in Csprl d es cri be d with aneh ^sioating dalai in the 
of 
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NOTBS 

LUPERCUS (pag» 72)< 

Martial's Epiffrain in the original it at foUowt: 
INLUPERCUH 



\ 



Oecnrrit qnobet, Loperee, aobit. 

Vit mittam poemm, aobuida 

Cni tradat Epigruiu&aton UbeUom, 

Lcctttn QOCB tibi protinnt mBtttaai? 

Non etty <|iiod pocrum, I^tperoCi vcxct 

Longum ctt, ti veltt ad Pjrrom Tenire. 
I Et icalb habito tribut, ted altia. 

I Quod qusrit, proptiu petat Uodnt: 

\ Argi nempe tokt tubire IctBm. 

f Contra Cctam est fonmi tabcma, 

» Scriptif postibos hinc ct inde tocit, 

Omncs ut dto perlcgat Poitaa. 

lUinc me pete; ne rogcs Atrectnni: 
t Hoc nomcn domtnut gerit tabemc 

De primo dabit, alterove nido, 
j Ratnni posucc, pnrpnmQnc» cnltua>» 

{ Denariii tibi qninque Martialcm. 

Tanti non et, ait? tapit, Lnperoe. 



The following translation may be Te n t u re d <m. 

TO LUPERCUS • 

waen meeting me, now oft have sroo, Tjupei'CMt> 
Aiked, may I not my lerrant tend vnto tiiee, . 
To fetcb that little book where brightly aparfcle 
Thy wondront Epigramt the very latett. 
Which, when Ttc read. I ahall at onee retom thee?- 
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*Pjrn« HM tile refioa o£ Room in wfaidi Kartkl 
ttvtd, and Argflttvai ust • refioa CuMOt lor bo ofciK opi 
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Bvt tkot the boy yoa elionld not wieh to luuiei; 
I For long, in troth, hell find the nwd to ¥jmmj^ 

And at mf hooie three fli^rte of e ti ip y ftainray. 

Why go ao itf when near ia all yoo wiah for: 
V t Of coiuae yoo eater oft tiM ArgfletoaL* 

iVhereg saciBg Csaar a ForiuB, ia a bciokMiop, 
I Whoae poata are ao beeovered o'er with titica, \ 

One aaay the poeta qoiddy well exaaiiBe. 

There yoo dMmld aedc wait; yoo any aak Atroetaa; 

Hia naaM'a diaplayed foil pUioly aa the owner. 

Prom hia firat ahdf or nayhap from aome other, 

"Vl^th pnaaiee aamotlied and riehly elotlied in pnrple. 

For &99 denarii he^ give yoo ICartiaL 

Too moch, yoo aay? AH wiae arc yoo, Lapereoa. 

AFTER CANNJB (page 74). 

The oflM-ofd CkkMm to iMr munons vkw, 

i . I n t ar aMd ia ta the battle of the Trebia and that of Canns 

Hannibal loat aa eye aa the raaolt of aa ophthahnia. 

THS CYDNUS (page 79). 

Tk€ rftiaky Lagian opa, in that e kar m t d air, 
Lagoa (a llaeadoaiaa) waa tiM fooadcr of the dyaaaty 
/ to which Cleopatra b o loa g od Henee *1m braae Lagid^ . 

of tiM origiaaL Ptoieaqr» tiM aoa of Lagaa, waa tiM firat 
of tiM ao«Blled liaeodoaiaa Kiaga of Egypt 

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA (pM;» 81). 

^ Only mm bo t mit d Mai whara gattay» Hf, 

Attadiagb of oearaa, ta Iha ilght of Ooopatra'a galkya 
at tile batde of Actlaak 



mmmmmma^mmiim 
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NOTB8 

SPIGRAPHIC SONNSTS 
' (pi«et 85. 96, 87, 88 and 89). 

The RiWMH cippQS VM uMQc SBOBf otDcr tnim^ for 
mcBorUl iaacriptions, u is Olofltrsted In tiM hutdfagi to 
the tonnets on pages 8S, 86, 87, 88 snd 89. The *^. S. 
I* BL" in throe of these hesdincs ore the initial letters of 
the words, TOtum solvit Ubens merito— meanlnf that the 
TOW (to erect the dppas] is fladly and dcsenredlj fnl- 
fiUed. These cippi were from the pisinest to tiM aost 
ornate in diaracter. 

A MEDAL (page 96). 

Of ctt tk€ tyrants wk^m a ptapU kaU, 

Couni, Dukt or Mmqmt, Prima 9r PrinctUmg #*#!!,— 

Catect, Htrcules, Cam or BMaatin, — 

Nana can tha hamgktj Malaitsta mate, 

Gokasao Maria Sfona, Dnks of Milan (the Gakas of 
the text), was bom in 1444 and died by assassinatioB 
in 1476. 

There were throe sovereigns of the Honse of Este bear- 
ing the nsne of Hercoles, one of whom was Dnke of 
Modena in the eii^teenth ccntary. The two others wore: 
Hcrcnlos I, Dnke of Ferrara and Modena, who began his 
reign in 1471 and died in 1S05; and Hercnlcs II, Dnke 
of Ferrara and Modena, who was bom in 1508, and died 
in 1559, and whose mother was tlie eekbratsd Lnoresia 



7 



their 



three Cans who were sovereigns m Verona, 
being Cs»Grande daOa 
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NOTB8 

mentioiicd In iht text it doabtlctt the teeond one, of 
whom we read in Lerontee that he wet atiiMiniUd at 
Verona in 1959 Iqr hit brother Can^Signore, kaving be- 
hnM onB nie nemory of a rapacioui and cmid tyrant* 
The noat noted and beat of them fvaa tiM firat one, who 
ia famillarty known to nt at Can-Grande» the friend of 
Dante. He didtered the poet in hia palace dnrinc a part 
of the time of hia exiles and Dante gave him. on Ita 
completion, a copy of the Paradiao. In fact, it it thooght 
there are leveral c o mrec nda t oi y referencea to him in um 
Divine Comedy. It aeema tiiat an eatrangement auhao ' 
Qoen^ grew vp bet w een them. This Can-Grande waa the 
Imperial Vicar, and waa not only a great military leader, 
bat a patron at well of kttera and of the arte. He waa 
bom in 1291 and died in 1329, after a rale in Verona 
of nearly twenty yeara. 

Effflino III la the Esselln mentioned in tim text Be 
waa known at die tyrant of Padua. He wai bom in 1194 
and'died in 1259. Plnmptre, In one of hia fo ot-nota a to 
hit trandation of the twelfdi Canto of Dante'a Infemo^ 
apcaka of thia Easelin at foUowa: "Of all the tyrants of 
that evil time, Easelin, known In popular legend aa the 
Child of the Devil, 'was the most ateeped in cruelties. 
Sismondi shrinks from telling the tale of his rapacity. Us 
massacres, his fiendish tortuiea of hia ens a riea . And hia 
deadi was tim fit doae of aoch a life. Wounded and tdwn 
captiva on his way to attadc MHan, he was i mpris o n ed at 
Soriano^ rcfnaed all food and medical aid, sat for eleven 
days In gloomy silence, tore the bandages from his wound, 
and died." Dante putt Um In the Seventh Circle of Jiell 
with 
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On diif EimUb, 
inff renurkablc 
Imafinary Sonnets' 



Eafenc Lee-Hamilton hat tlM follow- 
to be found in hit book of 



«« 



KZZFT.TN TO LUCIFER 
(U50) 

The wolvct were yclpinf round the eattle tower; 

The wttchet croaked a balefol bridal hymn; 

The manb li(bts danced all rotmd the Uaek moat't rim, 
Wliere twam the moonlit tnaket at tpeUfnl hoar; 

Like a hot whirlwind to mj motiier'a bower. 
Then, Fiend, thon camett— aeorchinc breaat and limb 
With talph'ront kittct, till the start grew dim 

And hnngry Daj did die tiiin moon deronr. 

O Lucifer, O Father, have I do^ 

Enough in thy dread tcnrice? Art thou pleated, 
O pain-inflictor, with thj Paduan ton? 

Have I not turned my cities into hells? 

Forrimmt thy damned, innumerably teased 
Men's feet with fire, and filled the world with yellt? 

The Bialatettat, Lordt of Rimini and of great part of 
the Romagna, began their career at sorereignt in the 
latter part of the thirteenth century and ended it in the 
early part of the tijrteewth. 

THE BEAUTIFUL VIOLE (page 100). 

The original, from which the poet hat taken for motto 
the first three linet, it at foUowt: 
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I VANKEUR DE BLE AOX \ 



El d'un lifflint muiDiBr 
L'ombtiEFuic TccduTc 
Doul cement cibrantu. 

PoSi« «• vialettM 
Ca lii ft 
El Ml Toiei icr. 
Cei veraeilletlu 
Sonl [rcichcmcnl 



H cnU pUine 



TUi Wr bi tnadaUd u fbHowti 
rROlf A WIHNOWEK OF GKADI TO IKE WINDS 



Tbtl on ligbi pinion tbraafb 

And wltb ■ raumuHog fm 
V,liat itaadc tad verdure EM 
Tou lenllr leaf ind ptn. 
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I fiire tlicae Tiolett, 
LUict and flowerets. 
And roect beie thet blow; 
AU ^CK r«d4anthiBf roect 
Whooe freebacat now tincloiei, 
And tlicae rich pinki tko. 

With yoar toft breath now deign 
To fMn the aprcadinf plain. 
And Ian, too, tUa retreat, 
WbOat I with toil and atrain 
Winnow nqr folden grain 
In the day'a aeorching heat 



Andrew Lang's beastifal version as tahcn from his 
I ''Ballads and Lyrics of Old France" (1872), is as follows: 



HYMN TO THE WINDS 

The winds are invoked by tiM Winnowers of Com 

Dn Bcllay. 1550. 

To yoQ, troop ao aeet* 

That with winged wanderii^ laet. 

Through tlM wide world peas, 
And with soft nnutnnring 
Toss the green shadca of apring 

■In wooda and graas, 
Lily and violet 
I give, and bloaaoBM wet, 

Roses and dew; 



. . I 
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This branch of UttsUag rotet, 
Whose fresh tnid vndooes, 

Wiad-flowen too. 
Ah» wimow with sweet breetb* 
Winnow the holt and heath 

Round this retreat; 
Where all the golden mom 
We fan the gold o* die com. 

In the snn'a heat. 

We are told that the poet accompanied his relative 
Cardinal Do Bellay to Rome in 1552, where he remained 
for nearly five years. Among his poems is a series of 
sonnets add r es s ed to one Mademoiselle de Viole. 

THS CONQUERORS (page 113). 

Cipango's mimts in rkh ptrfeeti&n bewr, " 

"Zipangu is a very large island on the east, and fifteen 
hnndred miles <Bstant from the shores of ICangi. Tlie 
people of the island arc of a white complexion and of 
gentle manners, and have a king of their owiL They have 
gold in plenty, as few merchants resort thither, and no 
g<dd is allowed to be exported. Such as have traded to 
tide island veak of Hie King's palace as being covered 
over with gold as onr drarches are widi lead, and tiiat 
the windows and floors arc likewise of gold. It abonnds 
in gold and ia amasingly ridk"— Travds of Ifaroo Polo. 
Marco Polo does not pretend that he saw these things. 
Indeed, he says, "Bat I will now leave Zipangu, be- 
caose I never was there, as it is not subject to tiM 
Khan." What he describes as having teen with his own 
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tjt» it now deemed to be vcrMkrai. ^ipangu or CipMico 
it doabdett die modern Japtn. 

THE ANCESTOR (page 117). 

ETidently de t c ri pUy e of a portrait in enamel of tiM 
poet't anceator by Claadiut Popelin. Tlie tonnet on, page 
107 celebratet Popelin*t work in that field of art. The 
tonnett on paget 118 and 119 are in honor of thit tame 
anceator — the founder of Cartagena. 

Sierras, Terra Firma, Idands fair; 

At tfast time the whole of Sonth America wat known 
by the name of Terra 



TO A DEAD CITY (page 120). 

Since Drakes feli heretic f rapacious ^aid 
Thy lonely wqlls have mouldered in decay. 
And, like some collar gloomed hy pearls of gray. 
Shorn gaping holes by Pointi/ eaunou mode, 

Drake captured Cartagena by aaaanlt in tlie latter part 
of the year 1585, Catet, of Drake't party, telling nt that 
*'in thit fnriout entrte the lieutenant-General alue with 
hit owne handt the chief entigno-bearcr of tiM Spaaiarda, 
who fought Tery manfully to hit life't end." The Eag- 
lith kept poat et t i on of the place for aix wedca, and then 
turrendered it on payment of a ranaom of one hnndred 
and ten thoutand dncatt, to which waa added a thouaaad 
crownt for the turrender of the priory or abbey ntuatad 
a thort dittance from the city. Catet deemed thit ran- 
torn tufficient, "inaamuch aa," among other reatont, *Sre 
have taken our full pleaaure, both in die nttermoat tack- 
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inf and tpoiliiic of all thdr Ikrasehold goodi tad flier* 
chandiie, •• alto in that we have eoimiiBed and rained 
a great part o£ thdr town with fire.**— Jli y ^# Uft of 
Drake, pp, 199-203. 

Jean-Bernard' PointiB» Baron de Deefeani, who was born 
in 1645 and died in 1707, waa a dittinguiihed naral oflieer 
of France. He had eommand of the expedition againtt 
Cartagena in 1697. He carried the dty and was woonded 
in the attadc vpon it 

VISION OP KHSM— U (ptg« 124). 

Behind the Bari, mhteh the priests eomvej. 
Of AmmmhRe, the smu's timighiy head; 

The Bad waa a aacred beat in whkh tiM prietli bore 
liM image of a God or Goda. If on land, the boat was 
generally home on tiM ahooldera of tiM bearefat In the 
preaent inatanee tiM Bari, with the iflMge of tiM God 
AauBOO^Ba aeated in it, ia eonvcyod by Hnt prieala at tiM 
head of tiM imaginary proeeaaion. 

"AflUBon waa the great God of Thebc% the a o m he rn 
Egyptian capitaL According to ICanetho, hia naoM aigni- 
fied 'eonoealment* or that whidi ia concealed': and thia 
mtaning ia confi r med both by the fact, which ia now eer- 
taia» that the root emon, in the hieroglyphica haa the 
aignification *to vdU' *to hide,' and alao by atateamata in 
Urn reUgioas poema of tiM Egyptiana. We may tlwio- 
iore aafdy adopt the dew of Plvtardi, tiMt the original 
notion of Aaunon waa that of a concealed or aecret god, 
OBO who hid hiflMdf and whom it waa dificnlt to find; or, 
ifl otiwr wofda, that tiM oqraierioaa and inaeratable aalnre 
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of tlie Deitj wit the predominaiit idea in the minds of 
those who first worshipped God under this name. * * * 
Originally Ammon was qvite distinct from Ra, 'tlie Son,' 
no two ideas being more abtolutelj o p pos e d than thoae 
of 'a concealed god' and of the great manifestation of 
Divine power and great illuminator of all things on earth, 
the solar luminary. But from the time of tl» eighteenth 
dynasty a union of tl» two Divinities took place, and 
Ammon was worshipped thenceforth almost exdusirdy 
as Ammon-Ra» and was depicted with the solar orb on 
his head."— J?a«/MMOsi'« Ancieni Egypt. This god became 
the head of the Egyptian pantheon, so that finally he was 
to the Egyptian what Zeus was to the Greek and Jupiter 
to the Roman. 

Oscar Wilde, in his finely imaginative poem, ''The 
Sphinx," sings thus of the God Ammon: 

With Syrian oils his brows were bright: and widespread 

as a tent at noon 
His marble limb^ made pale the moon and lent the day a 

larger light 
His long hair was nine cubits* span and coloured like that 
i yellow gem 

Which hidden in their garment's hem the merchasfs bring 
from Kurdistan. 
I His face was as the must that tics upon a vat of qew* 
I made wine: 

The seas could not innpphirine the perfect asure of his 

eyes. 
His thick soft throat was white as milk and threaded with 
thin veins of blue: 
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Aad corioas pearls like Imeii dew were broiderad on Ue 

Ikmbag silk. 
Ob pcMi end potfhjtj pedestsUcd be ms too ofliltt to 

look OpOBt 
For OB Us ivory krstsi ttere shone the voodroos ooesa 

omersldf 
Tkst Bysde moonlit Jewd which soom diver of dM 



I Had foond beneath the blackening waves and carried to 

i the Colchian witdi. 



Before his gilded galiot ran naked vine^wreathed 



Aad lines of swaying elephants kneh down to draw Us 

chariot* 
And lines of swarthy Nnbians bore op his litter as he 

rode 
Down the great granito-paven road b c two cn the nodding 



A ae nwreaanis orongac ann sveame irani owob ni ■■wr 



The meanest cop that tooched Us lips was fashimied from 

a chrysolite. 
The merchants brought him ccdar^chests of ridi appAKl 

b ou n d with cords: 
His tfain was borne by llentphian lords: yomg kings 

wore gtad to be Us gnesta. - 
Ten hundred shaven priests did bow to Ammon's ahar 

day and night. 
Ten hundred lamps did wave their light throui^ Ammon's 

carven hooto— and now 
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Foul nuke and tpeddcd adder with their yoanc onat 

erawl from atone to atone, • 

For ruined ia the houae and prona the great roae marble 

monolith 1 \ 

Wild am or trotting jackal eomea and eoucfaca in the \ 

mouldering gates: \ 

WDd satyrs call unto their mates acroas the fallen fluted \ 

drums. 
* And on the summit of the pile the blue-faced ape of 

Horns sits \ 

And gibbers while the figtree splits the pillara of the 

peristyle. 

THE SAMURAI (page 128). 

This was a man with tteo swords. 

A fully equipped Samurai had two swords — a long one 
with which to do his fighting, and a ahort one for the 
hara-kiri. 

THE DAIMIO (page 129). 

Wksre hums its satin with a crimson sun. 

The flag of Japan is white, with a large crimson disk 
in the centre. 

THE CENTURY FLOWER (page 131). 

Heredia, in this sonnet, has chosen to follow the 
erroneo u s notion, held by many, of the Century Plant 
not blooming until it has lived for a hundrcSd years; and 
likewise, as is not unusual, he has confused the Agave 
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#ilk At Aloe. la fKt, tone of oar dietioBafitt ctll the 
AfMt the Ancricaa Aloe. 

Ob tbb nAJoet Hits Aliee Eutwood, of tho Gififefaio 
AcooHBor of 8 c i eBc e i > hes boon kind cbob^ to write aw 



m foUoifs: 

« 



"Thm Aloe of Belles Lettret* like Urn deadly Upot Tfoe, 
osiite only in the iaegiiietioii of tke poeti. It aeeeM to he 
a ffwmWiiatiim of Agave or Centary Plant, the Aloa, and 
probaUj a apeeiet of Caetnt. 

THm eon^aaion ariaes mdonbtadly fron the aiailarity 
fai nanaer of growth of the Agave and the Aloe. Both 
have thid^ large, atiff-poiated leavca in a roaette at the 
anrfaee of tte grooad from which the fl ow erin g atem 
ariaea. The Agave bloom generally in f roai ten to fifteen 
yeara. The fi ow erin g atalk at firat reaeablei an 
green aaparagna. It rapidly growa and aeon 
height of from ten to twenty feet It hranchca like a hoge 
ea ndel a h r— , and the graniah flowcra eonaiat drie^y of 
the organa of raprodoetion. It bdonga to the AaaryDIa 
faaiHy. The Aloe aends op « eonparatively alender atem, 
often earring graeefaDy* aoBMtiaws branching, and bear- 
ing naaaeroas red, yellow or orange flowers in a s^ke 
or raeeoM, or aometiflMa denary daatered at the enda 
of braachleta. The flowers are taboUr and aboot an inch 
loBgii aaaaOy y tt 4tiit« It MiMwn T often and btlffngf to Ihe 
LBy iaadly. 

^Xowdl, in 'A Fable for Gritiea,* aUadea to dM soflM 

fafSblt Bart beoinninff: 'Here eonea Phflnt hia * 



Kor doea dM Centnry Phmt bear a afaigle flower, and 
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that a aearlct one; on the coatrary, it bean qoite a 

bar (I havt connted as naay as twenty), arnngad in tfaa 

fashion of a candelahram and green in eolor, as poinfted ] 

Ottt bj Hiss Eastwood. The Centniy Plant, with its 

randelabnun of green bloooM, is aot an altogeUier m- 

fsailiar object in the gardens of Gsfifofnia. 

The tnrth is, Heredia has treated, in this instance, for 
po e ti c parposes, one of the ssytlis of um vegetable world» 
jost as he has treated ollMr aqrths in sneh wonderfnl 
manner in Ids other sonnets. And the poeai is, indcedt V' 

beantiful, particuUrlj in view of its suggested thought-— 
the non-realisation of oar jear*long hopes and dreams. 

THE FUNERAL (page 136). 

To Phociy lustrous fouos as Pytho tkoro, 
Rock-bouud aud Kghtuimg'girdUd, ruiod oloue. 

Pytho was the andent name of Delphi, the capital of 

Phocis. Hence the pri e s t ess who delivered the oracalar 

responses at Delphi was called Pytlda, and hence the 

that were held near Delphi were called the Pythian 

. The monuments at Delphi got to be of great 

magnifieenoc. It is said that Nero took as many as 

I serenty-five thousand statues from there to Room. 

BRITTANY (page 142). 

Voluptuous Is oud migkiy Oceismtor. 

Is and Ocdsmor were two old cittes of Brittany which 
were de str o y e d by extraordinary tidal waves near the 
middle of the fifth century. 
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A FLOWESY SSJl (rtft 1U>. 

live inmiibed tbc tub- 
a produced b? ■ tidil 
lit whicb deitioyed in 
cOd tte* tb* dtin of ll Md Occiimoc. In IVD*, on tbe 
•Mond of FAra*)T> > ("al *■*■ iwepi ibc cdisI of Fco- 
mir^ BBidinwd b tbe wnaet on page U9. One-tbii'i 
of tha f^piwpT ol Fnmucb wu ntacnr^ ■d' ■" 
twHiinn uwnnt of d*ang« doac 

ARHOS (psffB 140. 

"5«0 M> oww." 

Thii M in Ibo Arsork dUlcet. ud llta*llr UandaMd 
it, Wc ten dffat opoa the Ma; n, m wc mlglrt mt la 
En^llb, Bcbdd tbe teal Anwr !■ fraa «r, apoo; and 
■Mr, Na— bMM AiBork*. 

/- 

A RIUNO SKA (pis* 149). 

UfOMtK. in bit Univfiul Diciionitj of the Nineleenth 
CcntuiT. »»yi o* Ibe coi»l of Rmi (ineniionecl in Kveril 

gUtUMt, b<rii»it d'ieueill longlemp- funelle* lux mirinl. 
tMqa'o I'^bliunnent d'un pbore conitrolt il r ■ quelquei 
tun if i cole d'un menhir. Lc detioit (ru Cn brelon] 
qui mtftn k cap d> lilt da Sdn w» done trivcnic 
mat pbMm, k caw* tta noltnl cour 
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"Cctt an moment d'une templte qu'il iaut risitcr k bee 
dtt Ras," dh IL Pol de Omrcy. "Onoiane <lev£ de 73 
mtocs an-denui de U mer, le promontoire lemble 4 ehaqoe 
instaot pr€t 4 e'englontir Mmi ki vacues; «aa deoaa 
■aide TOus eoarre, «t dct lugiaaemeBta borriblea daaa 
let i^Tcrnes dct rochen ^toordissent A donner le 



(The ooatt of Ras b extremely danferoai, aa it briattoa 
with reefi which for a long time were fatal to marinera 
tmtn the ettablishment of a lif hthouse coattmcted aome 
years ago near a menhir. The atrait (raz in the Breton) 
wliieh teparatea the eape from the iale of Sein.ia Very 
diflEkolt in the paaiagc by reason of a violent carrent 
which mns between the cape and the iale of Sein. There 
is a Breton adage of which the following ia a literal 
tranalation: No man tvtr passed Rom without footing fooit 
or tulforing harm. 

*'It is at the time of tempest when one should visit the 
beak of Ras/' aaya M. Pol de Conrey. "Although at aa 
elevation of some 72 metres above the sea, it aeems aa 
though at each moment the promontory might be engulfed 
in the waves; a salted foam covers you, and the horrible 
roarings in the caverns of the rocks are so deafening aa 
to make one dixsy.**) 

ON A BROKEN MARBLE (page 158). 

The Sonnets of the Trophies, which begin with "Obli- 
ion," very appropriately doae with *'On a Broken Marble" 
— the statue of the God Tefminus in a state of wreck. 
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NOTES 



HBRBDIA DEAD (imgt 161). 



Jot^lCaria dt Hcredk was bom on liie 2ad d«r of 
Novcoter* 1842, on a eoilec plaalitioii (Lt Fonaan) 
itt tile Skm ICadre Moontaliit* bmt SamtiiiD dt Coba,' 
«ad died OB the Sd day of October, 190S, at tfaa Chileaa 
da Boordooac, in Scine-et-Oiae, Franea. 

Hia aaeaatry on tbe father's aide b traeartle to one of 
tboae darinc Spanidi Dons that made ancb faoMoa and 
terrible history in tbe sixteenth eentnry — his anecator 
haring been one of the founders of Gartateaa. This is 
made brilliantly Inatrooa in tbe eight sonnets constitntinc 
the Con q nerors* series of his Trophies. 

Hia motlMT was a Frsnchwoaan, and at eight years of 
age ha went to France for his odacation, vhich, baring 
been partly a^ieved, he returned to Coba for atndy at 
the Univeraity of Havana; bat he aabaegoently retnmed 
ta France for his perasanent bone. Us resi d ence baring 
I bean tahca «p at Paris* whera. in lt97» ha was aaade 

libtarian of the Araenal libcary. 

As Edarand Gosse wdl seys» ha waa no awrc Spanish 
than waa R o s s ctti Italian. 

His first verses were pnUished in 18d2, and from tisM 
to time there were pnblicatioas of his in the J?#vm# dtt 
dtmg M0md€M, and other periodieala; bat It waa not until 
1S93 that Us Trophies bofpt'upon tbe worid of letters 
in all Hie aggregation of tteir perfection and splendor* 

At the first vacancy after tUs puMication he was 
elected to the Acadeaqr, he baring defeated Zola for that 
honor; nor has any challenge ever been amde of tha 
entire fitneas of his selection, though tbe work which 
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NOTES 



pf o ipte d it eouiated of bat one hnndred and dgkleea 



Hb three daachteri narried three men of letten, ML 
Henri de R^gnier, ML Pierre Lovyi tad IL Hanriee 
ICaindron; end at least one of these danghten (Mme. de 
Riiffnier) has written poems and novels of great merit. 
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